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PART I 


. honour eternal is due to the brave and noble people of 
Spain, worthy of better rulers and a better fortune ! And now 
that the jobs and intrigues of their juntas, the misconduct and 
incapacity of their generals, are sinking into the deserved 
obscurity of obli\ion, the national resistance rises nobly out 
of the ridiculous details. . . . That resistance was indeed wild, 
disorganized, undisciplined and Algerine, but it held out to 
Europe an example which was not shown by the civilized 
Italian or intellectual German.” — Richard Ford, Handbook 
for Travellers in Spain and Readers at Home, London, 1845. 


I. THE LOST VILLAGE 


T he August heat was melting the starch. The inside of my 
collar had become a damp, sticky rag, the outer tissue kept 
its stiffness, the edge chafed my sweaty skin. As I pushed my 
handkerchief between neck and collar to get relief, I sud- 
denly saw before me my Uncle Jose, sliding a neatly folded silk ker- 
chief between his strong throat and starched collar, while we waited 
for the coach to Brunete, thirty years ago. 

I hated waiting in the heat. 

Many people and many things die in thirty years. One feels 
hemmed in by ghosts, a ghost oneself. The little boy who waited on 
this spot thirty years ago was myself; but that boy no longer existed. 

The old inn of San Andres was the same: there was the shadowy 
gateway, the courtyard with the chickens pecking between the 
cobbles, the little taproom where they still sold wine from a goatskin. 
I checked the inventory of my memory, and the outlines were iden- 
tical. But I myself was a little dazed and blunted — or maybe things 
looked flatter and bleaker in this harsh glare. I used to delight in the 
shops of this street. The street was unchanged, the same old taverns, 
the same old shops brimming over with farming tools, coarse cloth, 
sticky sweets and gaudy colour prints for the customers from the 
villages of Castile and Toledo. 

I knew that by the rules of geography Toledo belongs to Castile. 
Never mind: Toledo is different. It has always been an island in the 
old map of Spain. It bears the imprint of Roman legions, of the 
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flower of Arab invaders, of knights-in-armour and of Cardinals^, royal 
bastards, who left their Mass for the sword; of generation after genera- 
tion of Moorish and Jewish craftsmen who hammered their steel, 
tempered it in the waters of the Tajo and inlaid it with wire of gold. 

I had to go there, soon, if I could make myself free to go. 

The bus was here at last. Not so very different from the old dili- 
gence. The passengers were taking it by assault as they had done 
when I was that little boy. It was as easy as then to disentangle the 
two opposite worlds of the villages of Castile and Toledo. Here were 
the lean, gaunt men from the meagre wheat lands, from Brunete, and 
their thin, bony wives with bodies exhausted from childbirths and 
faces made taut by sun and frost. There were the people of the vale of 
Toledo, from the wine lands of Mentrida, the men a little pot-bellied 
and hearty, with fair skin under the tan, their women generously 
plump and noisily gay. I felt a pleasure, which I knew to be childish, 
in thinking that I was a cross-breed, my father Castilian, my mother 
Toledan. Nobody could label me, nobody was able to range me 
within one of these two groups. I looked different from both. 

I was out of place. Just as my stiff collar and town suit were out of 
place among the country clothes of the others. My fleeting pleasure 
turned sour. The live people around me made me feel a stranger 
among my own kindred, and the dead who crowded my memory 
were ghosts. 

I took my seat beside the driver. Antonio wore a labourer’s jacket, 
and when the brakes screeched he cursed like a carter. He was out of 
place at the steering wheel. He should have been handling the long 
whip which reaches to the ears of the leading mule. 

People sorted themselves out while we coasted downhill. They 
shouted across the bus — ^family news, shopping news — and the street 
outside was full of noises. But when the car changed gear to climb the 
long slope of El Campamento, the drone of the engine, the sun, the 
dust, and the acrid smell of petrol enforced silence. When we reached 
the dun-coloured plain of Alcorcon, with its dry harvested fields and 
dried clay houses, the passengers were dozing or chewing the cud of 
their thoughts. 

So we passed Navalcarnero and Valmojado, and followed the 
boundary between Toledo and Castile, until we left the main road at 
Santa Cruz de Retamar, turning east. Now we were on Toledan soil. 
It is an ancient highway. When Madrid was nothing but a famous 
castle, this was the great artery linking Toledo with Avila. Along this 
road people fought and traded. Moorish warriors descended from the 
Toledo mountains into the valley of the Alberche, to scale the Sierra 
and reach the Castilian uplands. And from the high tablelands of 
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Avila and Burgos, knights streamed down to cross the river plains 
and to wTest Toledo, City of Stone, from the Moors. 

I knew that I was showing colour prints of history to myself. But 
why not? It was a diverting game. 

Now the highway was asleep. Nobody used it but the people from 
the villages along it, with their carts and their donkeys, and some- 
times a lorry with local produce. The road led nowhere in these days. 
It was merely a link between a few forgotten villages. 

On this old warrior route, betw^een Santa Cruz de Retamar and 
Torrijos, lay Noves. I was on my way to Noves now, and I wondered 
why. 

Of course I knew why. I had rented a house for my family in 
Noves, and this was the first week-end I was going to spend there, at 
my ‘‘country house What had possessed me to take a house at the 
back of beyond? 

I had long wanted d house in the country near Madrid. Two years 
before, in 1933, we had spent almost a year in the foothills of the 
Sierra, in Villalba,* but I had disliked the shoddy tourist atmosphere. 
I had wanted a real village for my week-ends. Noves was a real 
village. 

But this was not the real reason why I chose it. 

I had no wish to disentangle once more the complicated reasons 
which I had so often set out to myself. They were not pleasant, but 
inescapable. Some time ago I had r^umed the joint household with 
my wife, after a separation of nearly a year. It was because of the 
children, and it did not work. A house in the country at some dis- 
tance from Madrid meant regaining my liberty to some extent; it 
would avoid our having to live together. It was also a decent excuse 
— or what people call decent — ^in the eyes of others, while it circum- 
vented a new separation which would have smacked of the ridicu- 
lous. And it would be good for the health of the children; and for 
Aurelia, who had been ailing ever since her last childbed. And the 
weekly rest and change would do me good. I could afford it after all. 

Very good and correct reasons. But I would not deceive myself by 
repeating them over again, even though they were true as far as they 
went. The worst of introspection is that one cannot stop it at will. 

The country outside was drab and monotonous and I was a 
stranger to the other passengers. There was no escape into contem- 
plation or conversation. 

I wondered whether Noves was not simply another defeat of mine, 
a flight from myself. 

There was Maria. Our affair had lasted six years, which was not 
bad. But I had hoped to shape her to my measure, as I had hoped 
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with Aurelia, a very lon^ time ago. And Maria had developed in her 
own way. I had failed. Perhaps I was wrong. One cannot force com- 
panionship, It was certainly not her fault. But the worst of it was that 
she was very much in love with me and that she had become posses- 
sive. She wanted to absorb me. And that made it so clear that I was 
not in love with her. The house in Noves meant that I would be able 
to avoid the inevitable Saturday afternoons and Sundays with Maria, 
It would give me a chance to escape from my wife during the week 
and from my mistress during the week-ends. A most satisfactory state 
of affairs I 

But it was not the problem of the two women alone. Going to 
Noves meant that I could get away from my weekday isolation into 
another isolation. The change would be a relief; my isolation in 
normal life was making me restless. In theory I had resigned myself 
to a nice bourgeois existence, keeping up the appearances as far as 
my wife and my household was concerned, spehding agreeable hours 
with Maria, and indulging in my private taste and whims. The truth 
was that I was tired of both women and had to force myself to play up 
to them. Money was not really important to me, it never had been. 
And my ambitions had long been buried — that to be an engineer as 
well as that to be a writer. When the Republic was young I had 
cherished political hopes and illusions while I worked hard to organ- 
ize the Clerical Workers’ Union. But I must have lacked the flexi- 
bility one needs to become part and parcel of a political orgamzation 
and to make a political career. And it was sheer ingenuousness to 
believe that good will was sufficient to do good work. 

Yet I could not seriously give up any of my ideals. I could not 
settle down to be a contented bourgeois. 

I still believed that somewhere there existed a woman with whom 
I might have a contact beyond the physical, with whom I would 
have a complete life of mutual give and take. I was still unable to 
keep my fingers off* any piece of mechanism in need of repair. I still 
plunged for months into difficult technical problems which arose in 
the course of my work, but in reality had nothing to do with it. I dis- 
liked the cheap writing which flooded the Spanish book market and 
continued to believe that I had more to say than many others. I was 
still a socialist. 

But I had to carry on the life in which I was caught, or which I had 
made for myself. 

I could feel that I was in an intellectual and even physical dead- 
lock. I knew I broke out in spasmodic explosions, in violent disputes 
and bursts of rage against all around me. It was because I was 
impotent before the facts of my own life, and my country’s. 
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Noves was a flight from all this. It was my total defeat, because it 
meant declaring myself an egoist in cold blood. 

I did not like this label. 

It meant declaring myself disillusioned, hopeless and in need of a 
refuge. That was it. 

We were still in the plain, but the ribbon of the road before us lost 
itself in a horizon of hills. 

Antonio nudged me: 

There’s Noves — over there ! ” 

I only saw the line of the road, topped by a gilded bail and cross. 

That’s the church tower.” 

The bus dived into a gully and lurched through a village street 
until it came to a stop in the market square before an inn. The 
shadows were already lengthening, but the sun was still burning 
fiercely. Aurelia and my eldest daughter were waiting for me; the 
family had travelled to Noves with the lorry which moved oin: 
furniture. 

'‘Well, how far have you got with the house? ” 

"Nowhere, we’ve been waiting for you. The children leave one no 
time for anything.” 

" Papa, our house is very big, you’ll see.” 

"I’ve seen it, silly. Do you like it? ” 

"Yes, but it frightens me just a little. Because it’s empty, you see, 
and ever so big.” 

The men had piled up our furniture along the walls by the en- 
trance, a big heap of bedding, suitcases, trunks, and boxes in the 
middle. The three children were tumbling about, getting under 
everybody’s feet. 

" Children or no children, you’ll have to lend me a hand.” 

"Well, there’s a woman of the village who wants to come and be 
our maid-of-all-work. You must talk to her. I told her to come along 
as soon as she heard the bus hooting.” 

There she was, flanked by a girl of about sixteen, and a man in the 
forties. The three stood stock-still in the wide doorway looking at me. 
The man took off his cap and the woman spoke up for them: 

" Good evening. My name’s Dominga and this here’s my girl and 
my husband. Now you just tell us what you want done, sir.” 

"Don’t stand there in the doorway, come in. Now, what do you 
want?” 

" Well, the lady will have explained. As she said to Don Ramon — 
that’s the one that keeps the stores— you’ll be wanting a daily woman 
so I’ve come, sir. So if it’s all right with you, here we are.” 
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How much do you want, then? ” 

Peasant fashion, she avoided a direct answer: 

Well, the girl would come and help, and between the two of us, 
never you fear, we’ll have the house shining like a new medal.” 

“But, frankly, I don’t need two people here.” 

“No, sir, the girl would just come to help me, it wouldn’t cost you 
a thing. Of course, if you wanted her to eat here she could, for as I 
always say, where three eat, four can eat as well. But for everything 
else there’d only be me. I was in service in Madrid before I married, 
and I know what the gentry like. And we’re honest, you can ask 
anyone in the village. . . 

“What wages do you want, then? ” 

“We can start at once, that’s what Mariano’s come along for, just 
to lend a hand, as he’s out of work.” 

“Yes, but now do tell me what wages you’re wanting.” 

“Well, if it suits you, twenty-five pesetas^ a month and my meals. 
Don’t worry about beds, we’U be sleeping at home, just round the 
corner, and if you ever want me to stay a night, you just say so, sir.” 

That seemed to be that. The taciturn husband, Mariano, helped 
me to put up beds and shove furniture about, while the women took 
care of the children, the supper, and the clothes. The house was a 
vast old single-storied farm building of no less than seventeen rooms, 
some of them enormous. In what was to be our dining-room, the 
table seemed a little island in the middle and the sideboard a forlorn 
ornament against the wall, wherever we put it. 

Night was falling. We lit three candles and stuck them in the necks 
of empty wine bottles. They made three pools of light on the table, 
while all around them was penumbra, alive with black shadows. 

“The best thing would be to light a fire, even if it is August,” said 
Dominga, and so we did. There was a huge open fireplace, bell- 
shaped, as large as one of the smaUer rooms in our Madrid flat. 
Mariano heaped dry broom on the hearthstone, and the flames leapt 
up to man’s height, drenching the room in dusky red and drowning 
the puny flicker of the candles. 

Even when we had distributed all our furniture, the house was 
empty and our footsteps sounded hollow. Those rooms would have 
needed heavy old oaken chests, sideboards with three tiers, canopied 
beds with four heaped-up mattresses, such as our grandparents had. 
We soon went to bed, in weary silence, but my two Alsatians howled 
outside in the courtyard for many hours. 

^ In 1935, 25 pesetas were slightly more than 12 shillings, at an exchange 
rate of roughly one pound sterling — 40 pesetas. This exchange rate applies to 
all sums in pesetas mentioned in this book, previous to the Civil War. 
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I got up early the next morning. Outside the door, I found 
Dominga, her daughter, and her husband, waiting. The women 
scurried off into the house, but the man kept standing there and 
twisting his cap round and round. 

'' I believe there’s nothing more for you to do, Mariano,” I said to 
him. I thought he was hoping for a tip such as he had been given the 
night before. 

“Well, it’s like this, sir. I haven’t got a job, so I said to myself: 
‘Let’s go there.’ So now you just tell me what to do.” He gave me a 
look and added quickly: “ Of course, I don’t ask for anything. But 
some day, if you feel like giving me anything, well, then you’ll give 
what you like, and if not, well, that’s all right too. After all, I can 
always help the women sawing wood and fetching water.” 

There was a cobbled farmyard at the back of the house, with room 
for half a dozen carts and their mule-teams. The mangers were 
•ranged along the walls. I took Mariano there. 

“ Let’s see if we can’t do something here. Get rid of the cobbles and 
we’ll try and make a garden with a few flowers.” 

So I had acquired a family of retainers. At midday I went to see 
my village. 

Noves lies at the bottom of a ravine scooped out of the plain, and is 
built on the pattern of a fish’s spine. There is a very wide main 
street, through the middle of which flows a stream blackened by the 
refuse of the whole village. On both sides, short alleys like ribs lead 
up the steep, rough slopes. When it rains, the bottom of the ravine 
becomes the bed of a torrent which sluices away the heaped-up 
muck. Then people are forced to use the bridges which span the 
whole width of the street at intervals. One of them is high, hump- 
backed, made of fitted stones; it is Roman. Another is of concrete 
and the road passes over it. Most of the houses are built of sun-baked 
clay with a thick coat of whitewash. They all look alike and they ail 
implacably reflect the glare of the sun. There is a square with a few 
small trees, the church, the apothecary, the Casino, and the Town 
Hall’. And that is all there is of Noves: some two hundred houses. 

I followed the dirty brook dowmstream, because I had nothing else 
to do. After the last small houses, the ravine opened into a valley 
sheltered from the winds of the plain and gently green even in 
August. On both sides of the stream were market gardens with fruit 
trees, flowers, and vegetable plots. Each garden had its own well and 
chain-pump. A slight murmur of water and clanking of iron was in 
the air all the time. A mile further on the valley folded up and the 
little river ran again through a barren ravine sunk into the arid, 
dusty plain. This was the whole wealth of Nov6s. Walking back, I 
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noted that most of the chain-pumps were silent, and remembered 
that it was Sunday. But then I began to see more. Many of the gar- 
den plots lay abandoned or badly neglected. There were a few small 
beds of melons which had been cared for, but the big market-gardens 
looked as though nobody had worked there for months. The earth 
was baked in hard lumps. I looked down a well-shaft by the wayside. 
The chain with the buckets was rusty, green weeds floated on the 
water. Nobody had used the pump for a very long time. Back at my 
house, I talked to Mariano about it. His answer was to the point. 

It’s a sin against God, that’s what it is. The men without work, 
and the land abandoned. You won’t believe it, but something’s going 
to happen here, something nasty. It’s been like this for the last three 
years, almost as long as we’ve had the Republic.” 

“But how’s that? I know the big landowners are* refusing to em- 
ploy labour nowadays, but here in the village, I didn’t think there 
were any big landowners.” 

“We’ve only got four rich men in the village. Things wouldn’t go 
so badly if it weren’t for Heliodoro. The others aren’t really bad. But 
Heliodoro has got them all whei’e he wants them, and there’s a war 
on all the time.” 

He was no longer taciturn, and his grey eyes came alive in his 
heavy face. 

“I’ll tell you something of what’s going on here. Before the 
Republic came, some of our young people joined the Socialists and 
some joined the Anarchists, well, less ^an a dozen in all. I don’t 
know how they had the guts to do it, because the Civil Guards were 
after them all the time and beat them up often enough. But of course, 
when the Republic came, the Corporal of the Civil Guard had to lie 
low at first, and a lot of us joined. Nearly the whole village is with the 
Socialists or Anarchists now. But Heliodoro has always been the boss 
here and managed the elections for the deputy of Torrijos. And so 
now he’s doing what he’s always done, because before the Republic 
he was sometimes a Liberal and sometimes a Conservative, but never 
on the wrong side. And when the Republic came, well, then he 
joined Lerroux’s crowd and now, because the Right’s been getting 
strong after what happened in Asturias, he’s become one of Gil 
Robles’ crowd. And when our lads asked for decent wages, Heliodoro 
got the four rich men of the village together and said to them: " Those 
rascals must be taught a lesson.’ So then they started chucking people 
out and only giving work to the ones who swallowed the old con- 
ditions. Because there are some like that, too. And then, you know 
how things happen in a village, most of us have a bit of land and 
there’s always something the matter with the wife, or the garden gets 
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flooded by the rains, and so lots of people owe Heliodoro money. 
And because he’s the man whose word goes in the village, he got hold 
of the Municipal Secretary and the Mayor and took out papers 
against ever>"one so that he could keep their land. And so things are 
getting ugly. They were ugly two years ago. People went and messed 
up the gardens. But now it’s worse, because now it’s the other side 
that has the power.” 

‘"And the young people, what about them? ” 

“What d’you suppose they could do? Keep their mouths shut and 
tighten their belts. When things happened in Asturias^ two or three 
of them were taken away, and now nobody dares to say a word. But 
something will happen some fine day. Heliodoro won’t die in his 
bed.” 

“ Have you got Trade Unions here, then? ” 

“We ve got nothing. The men meet at Eliseo’s. He’s got a tavern 
and he’s turned it into a Workers’ Casino, and tliere they talk. 
Eliseo went and joined the Anarchists out there in the Argentine.” 

“ I suppose you’ve got a club secretary, or something of the kind? ” 

“We haven’t got a thing. What the men do is to meet and talk. 
Because nobody wants trouble with the Corporal.” 

“ I must go and have a look at your Casino.” 

“You can’t go there, sir. It’s only for the poor. You’ve got a 
Casino in the market square, that’s for the gentry.” 

“ I’ll go there, too.” 

“Well, then, they’ll chuck you out of one or the other, sir, to be 
sure.” 

“And what are you a member of, Mariano? ” 

“I hope you won’t get annoyed, but it’s like this: When the 
Republic came, the same thing happened to me as to the others, we 
were all for it, and I joined the Trade Union — the U.G.T. But there, 
you see, it hasn’t helped us much, to teU you the truth.” 

“ I’m a member of the U.G.T., too.” 

^ The various references to events in Asturias in this and the following 
chapters allude to the events of October 1934, when the workers’ associa- 
tions called a general strike, which was followed by revolutionary risings in 
Asturias, Barcelona, and Madrid, so as to prevent the coming to power of the 
right-wing leader Gil Robles and his party, the C.E.D.A. (Gonfederacion 
Espanola de Derechas Autonomas), with a clearly Fascist programme. The 
armed rising of the Asturian miners, stronger than the other abortive move- 
ments, was suppressed by General Ochoa’s Legionaries and Moors, then for 
the fiiit time used on the soil of the Peninsula and against Spaniards. The 
ensuing violent measures of oppression during the “Two Black Years” 
(Bienio Negro) roused public indignation to such a degree that Gil Robles 
was never called upon to form a Government. — ^Author’s Note, 
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"The devil you are/’ Mariano stared at me with great seriousness. 
" What a mess ! Well, you’ve got yourself into a tight spot here ! ” 

"We shall see. I don’t expect the Corporal will beat me up.” 

"You never know.” 

In the afternoon, Mariano and I went to the " Poor Men’s Casino,” 
as he called it. The place was a former stable, a huge room with cross- 
beams, a billiard table in the middle, a small bar at the back, and a 
score of scratched tables along the bare walls. An ancient radio set 
built on sham Gothic lines stood in a corner. The billiard table fascin- 
ated me; I could not imagine how it ever landed in Noves. It had 
eight elephantine legs, and eight men could have slept comfortably 
on its top. The cloth was riddled with tears drawn together with 
twine. Apparently the table was used for everything, even for an 
occasional game of billiards; a match was just going on, in which the 
twine and chance directed the balls. Mariano led me to the bar: 

" Give us something to drink, Eliseo.” 

The man behind the bar filled two glasses with wine without say- 
ing a word. There were about forty people in the room. Suddenly I 
tumbled to the fact that they had aU fallen silent and were watching 
us. Eliseo stared straight into my eyes. At the first glance, his face 
gave you a shock. An ulcer had gnawed away one of his nostrils, and 
a few hairs were sticking out between the livid, greenish seams of the 
wound. It looked like a biblical, a medieval sore. But the curious 
thing was that the man was so detached from his blemish that he pro- 
voked neither pity nor physical revulsion. Eliseo was in the middle 
forties, short and squat, dark, sun-tanned, with quick, shrewd eyes, 
and a sensual mouth. The way in which he looked me up and down 
while he drank a sip of wine was a provocation. When I set down my 
empty glass, he said: 

"And you, why have you come here? This is the Workers’ Casino, 
and if you hadn’t been with Mariano, I wouldn’t have served 
you.” 

Mariano intervened: 

" Don Arturo is one of us, he belongs to the U.G.T.” 

"Is that true?” 

I handed Eliseo the membership card of my Trade Union, He 
scanned every page and then called out: 

"Boys, Don Arturo is a comrade!” He turned to me: "When we 
heard you were coming here we aU said: ‘Another son of a bitch, as 
if we hadn’t enough of them anyhow! ’ ” 

He left his corner behind the bar to join me, and in the centre of 
the clustering men I had to report on events in Madrid: how the 
Right was organizing and how the Left was coming to hfe again after 
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the Black Year'’ of repression. The wine was cheap, the drinks were 
on me and they began to talk. There were great hopes and great 
plans. The Left would come back into the Government and things 
would be different this time. The rich would have to choose between 
paying decent wages and giving up their land so that the others could 
work it. Noves would have a big communal market garden with a 
lorry of its own, which would carry greens and fruit to Madrid every 
morning. And they would finish the school building. 

“The scoundrels,” said Eliseo. “Have you seen our school? The 
Republic put up the money for it and they sent us a beautiful draw- 
ing from Madrid of a house with big windows and a garden. But 
Heiiodoro and his gang convinced the Madrid gentlemen that the 
school should be built out in the plain, above the valley. And there 
they started building. Heiiodoro got a lot of money for the site, which 
was his, of course, and up there in the dust you can see the four 
unfinished walls.” 

“Next time we’ll build it ourselves, down in the orchards. They’re 
so beautiful, it’s a real blessing from God,” said another. 

“You can’t imagine, Don Arturo,” Eliseo started once more, 
“how glad I am that you’re one of us. Now we’ll show them that we 
aren’t just a few poor yokels. But you’ll have to look out. They’ll try 
to get you.” 

That evening I went to the “Rich Men’s Casino”. 

There was the obligatory big saloon with marble-topped tables 
and men drinking coffee or coffee-and-brandy, a billiard table, and a 
tobacco-laden atmosphere, and behind it a smaller room crowded 
with card-players. A plump little man, womanish in voice, skin, and 
gestures, made a bee-line for me: 

“Good evening, Don Arturo, that’s right, you’ve come to join us, 
haven’t you? You already know our Heiiodoro, don’t you? ” I knew 
the tight-lipped man to whose table I was gently propelled. He was 
my landlord. The plump little man babbled on: “ Excuse me for a 
tiny little moment, I’ve got to get the coffee ready, you know, but I 
won’t be long.” Everything was arranged for me. Heiiodoro intro- 
duced me to the two black-coated men at his table — “Our two 
doctors, Don Julian and Don Anselmo” — and asked me the obvious 
questions: had I settled down, had the move been difficult, and so 
forth. I have never been good at small talk, and this was as boring as 
any. The effeminate litde man brought coffee and asked me the 
same questions all over again, until one of the doctors cut him short: 

“ Jos6, enter Don Arturo in the list,” 

Jose produced a fat leather-bound note-book and thumbed it, 
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giving me a glimpse of pages filled with columns of figures and 
headed by names. 

“Now, let’s see. How many are there in your family? ” 

“But surely I won’t have to enter all my children as members of 
the Casino ’ ” 

“Oh, this hasn’t anything to do with the Casino. This is our local 
Medical Aid Association. I put you on the list and it gives you a right 
to medical assistance whenever you need it.” 

“But I’ve got a doctor in Mairid.” 

Don Julian grunted; 

“ All right, if you don’t want it, we won’t put you down. But I warn 
you, if you’ve an urgent case in your family and you aren’t a sub- 
scriber, my colleague here will send you a nice little bill. If you’ve a 
splinter in your thumb and he lances it, he’ll put it down as ‘for a 
surgical operation, two hundred pesetas’.” 

“And ifl call you in?” 

“ It’s he who makes out the bills in any case. It would come to the 
same thing.” 

“All right, then, put me down. My wife, four children, and myself. 
Six in all.” 

“ In what category, please, Don Julian? ” 

“Don’t ask obvious questions, Jose. In our category, of course.” 

“Five pesetas per month, Don Arturo. And what about your 
servant?” 

“ Isn’t she a member of your Association already? ” 

“Well, yes, she’s on our list, but she doesn’t pay. So she’s been 
struck off. And if she has an accident at work, you’ll have to pay.” 

Don Julian sniggered: 

“Say she burns her hand on the frying pan. For a surgical opera- 
tion and treatment, two hundred pesetas.” 

“Put the servant down, then.” 

“Two pesetas. D’you want to pay now? I’m the cashier. It won’t 
take me a second to make out the receipts.” 

Jose pocketed the seven pesetas and tripped away, to reappear 
with a pack of cards. 

“ One hundred pesetas in the bank, this deal.” 

He went straight into the back room and sat down on a high chair 
behind the biggest table. 

“ One hundred pesetas, boys, if nobody stakes more.” 

Baccarat. The customers flocked to his table, the most important- 
looking monopolizing the chairs. Jose was still shuffling the cards 
when a haggard man in mourning called out :“ Banco!” and put a 
hundred-peseta bill on the table. He seemed to be the local gambler, 
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for people murmured behind his back and nodded sagely when Jose 
dealt and raked in the stakes. A large-boned old man muttered 
behind the loser: ‘‘A bad start, Valentin.” 

‘"Just the usual thing, Uncle Juan. Anything to avoid a change.” 

The old man said no more, and the man called Valentin went on 
staking against the bank and losing. The others rarely played more 
than two pesetas; they were following the duel between the bank and 
Valentin. “The same as every night,” said someone near me. People 
began to play against Valentin, who after an hour announced that he 
had used up all his cash. Jose asked for a continuation. The gambler 
protested: 

“That’s not fair.” 

“But, my dear Valentin, it isn’t my fault if you’ve run out of cash.” 

“Heliodoro, give me a hundred pesetas.” 

They went quickly. 

“ Heliodoro, I’ll sell you my mule.” 

“ I’ll give you five hundred pesetas for her.” 

“Let’s have them.” 

Heliodoro was pushing the five bank-notes along the table, when 
the old man who had spoken to Valentin before interposed his hand: 

“Don’t sell your mule, Valentin.” 

“ I’ve a right to do as I like.” 

“All right, then, I’ll give you one thousand for her.” 

“When? Now, at once? ” 

“To-morrow morning.” 

“I don’t need them to-morrow.” Valentin took the five bills and 
Heliodoro scribbled a few lines on a piece of paper. 

“Here, sign the receipt, Valentin.” 

The luck changed. Valentin heaped up biUs in front of him and 
Jose had to re-stock the bank with cash again and again. Suddenly 
somebody opened the door from the street and shouted: 

“Good evening!” 

Jose gathered in the cards and his money, the others grabbed 
theirs, and in an instant all were sitting at the marble-topped tables 
and chatting boisterously. Horses’ hooves sounded on the cobbles 
and stopped outside the Casino. A pair of Civil Guards entered, a 
corporal followed by a constable. 

“ Good evening, gendemen! ” 

Jose contorted himself, bowing and scraping. The Ci^ Guards 
kindly accepted a coffee each. Drinking his cup, the Corporal sud- 
denly lifted his head and stared at me: 

“You’re the stranger, eh? I know already that you went to Eliseo’s 
this afternoon,” He waxed avuncular: “I’ll give you some good 
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advice — no-one here will interfere with you, you can do as you like. 
But no meetings, eh? I want no gentlemen communists here.’’ 

Carefully he wiped his moustaches with a handkerchief, rose and 
walked out, followed by his silent henchman. I was dumbfounded. 
Josd sidled up to me: 

“Bettei be careful with the Corporal, Don Arturo, he’s got a foul 
temper.” 

“As long as I commit no offence, I’m no business of his.” 

“ It’s not for me to say anything, but it isn’t right for you to fre- 
quent Eliseo’s. Nobody goes there except the rabble from the village, 
and that’s God’s own truth. But of course, you don’t know the people 
yet.” 

Heliodoro said nothing; he listened. 

The man Valentin joined us with a shining face and a fist-full of 
bank-notes. 

“You’ve cleaned up to-day,” said Heliodoro. 

“Enough to make up for this evening, and for yesterday, and if the 
Guards hadn’t turned up, blast them, I’d have taken the shirt off 
little Jose’s back.” He thumped Jose’s plump shoulder. 

“You wait till to-morrow,” said Jose. 

“Here are your six hundred pesetas, Heliodoro, and thanks.” 

“What’s this?” 

“Your six hundred pesetas.” 

“You don’t owe me anything — ^well, yes, the hundred pesetas I 
gave you a while ago. The five hundred were for the mule.” 

“But d’you think I’d give you my mule for five hundred? She’s 
worth two thousand af least ! ” 

“You won’t give her? You have given her. Have you sold me your 
mule, or not? Yes or no? Here are witnesses, and I’ve got your receipt 
in my pocket. So there’s nothing more to discuss.” 

Valentin leaned forward: 

“You son of a bitch ” 

Heliodoro laid his hand on his hip pocket and smiled. He was a 
quiet, inconspicuous man, with taut lips. 

“Look here, let’s keep things straight and quiet. If you don’t want 
to lose, don’t gamble. Good night, gentlemen.” 

He walked off with dignity, without looking back, but a man I had 
not noted before stepped up, watching Valentin’s every movement. 
Old Uncle Juan tried to steer the gambler away. 

“Now, you keep quiet, and no foolishness! You’ve sold your mule 
and you can’t alter it. If only it would teach you a lesson.” 

“But that son of a bitch ” Valentin’s eyes were watering with 

rage — “here’s his tame gunman to cover him, too ” 
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Jos6 went round "with a tray full of glasses of brandy. 

‘"Now then, now then, let’s have peace. After all, I’ve lost more 
than anyone/’ 

But the game did not start again. Soon afterwards we all went out 
into the moonlit night Old Juan joined me. 

“ We’re going the same way. What do you think of our village? ” 

“ I don’t know what to say. There’s food enough for thought in one 
day!” 

“We’ve been discussing your visit to Eliseo’s in the Casino. I think 
the Corporal only came to have a look at you.” 

“Buc there is no Civil Guard post in this place, is there? ” 

“No, they’ve come over from Santa Cruz. But news spreads 
quickly. I must say, I for one don’t think it’s wrong to have done 
what you did, and so I told the others. But if you don’t take a firm 
stand, you’ll find life difficult in our village.” 

“Now look here, I‘ve no intention of getting mixed up with things 
in this place. After all, I’m only coining here on two days a week, and 
then I need a rest. But if I want to drink a glass of wine wherever I 
like, no-one’s going to prevent me.” 

I knew I was skirting problems, and I felt in my bones that I 'would 
not be able to skirt them for long, as I listened to the calm voice of the 
old man telling me a story I seemed to have heard hundreds of times, 
only to hate it more each time. Heliodoro was the lord and master of 
the township. His position as political boss was inherited from his 
father and grandfather who had been the usurers and caaques^ of the 
place. Half the ground and the houses were his, and the few men 
who still worked their own land were dependent on him. At the 
coming of the Republic, people had hoped for a decent way of living. 
A few of the independent landowners had dared to pay higher 
wages. Heliodoro had proclaimed that people had to work for him at 
the old terms or not at all; his own li'ving was not dependent on the 
land. Two years ago, the men had become desperate and destroyed 
trees and fields on Heliodoro’s property. From that time on, he em- 
ployed no labour at all, and since his latest political patrons had 
come to power, he gave no peace to the othe^ proprietors. 

“He did us in with his lorries, mainly. He has got two, and so he 
used to carry our grain and fruit to Madrid. Most of us sold our pro- 
duce direct to him. Then he refused to buy any more and our people 
tried to hire his lorries from him. He said no. They hired lorries in 
Torrijos, bat because the Deputy comes from there and needs Helio- 
doro, the hire of the lorries was stopped. Then they hired lorries in 

^ Cacique is the current term for the local political ‘‘boss” of the Spanish 
countryside, who often is the local moneylender as well. 
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Madrid, which was much more expensive. They had to pay double, 
but still, they sold their stuff in town. Then Heliodoro went to 
Madrid himself.” 

Old Juan explained how the fruit and vegetable market in Madrid 
was worked. A group of agents called asentadores^ allocators, had a 
monopoly on the market sites. They received all produce, fixed the 
price according to quality and the daily market rates, and allotted 
the goods to the various stalls. They undertook to sell on behalf of the 
producer and to pay him the proceeds minus their commission. 

‘‘Well, and then, after Heliodoro's visit to Madrid, Paco, who’s 
one of our biggest and wealthiest market-gardeneis, went with a 
lorry full of big red pimentos to market, and they were a sight for 
sore eyes too, and worth a lot of money. Pimentos were fetching two 
pesetas a dozen, and more, at that time. After three days, Paco came 
back from town in a fine stew and told us in the Casino what had 
happened to him. One after another of the allocators had told him 
that there was no stall available for his pimentos, and that he would 
have to wait. The fruit had to stay in the lorry till the evening, and 
then Paco had to rent storing space. Next day, the allocators told 
him the same old stoiy, and said that the market was flooded with 
pimentos, but they offered to take the lot off his hands at five hun- 
dred pesetas. He refused, naturally, and so another day passed. On 
the third day, the pimentos were squashed and dripping juice. Paco 
had to accept three hundred pesetas for the lot, and out of that to pay 
his storage, his stay at the inn, and the lorry. It was touch and go 
whether he would not have to pay more money out of his own 
pocket. When he’d finished telling the story — ^you can imagine in 
what a rage — ^Heliodoro laughed and said: ‘You people don’t under- 
stand business. No-one in Noves can sell fruit in Madrid except me.’ 
And so it was. Now, of course, people have to bring him their stuff, 
take what he decides to pay and dance to his tune if they want to sell 
anything at all. So that’s why he lets his land lie fallow while the 
village is starving, and earns more money than he ever did from the 
few of us who still work. And that’s why the man you saw in the 
Casino, and who was his father’s electoral agent, has to trail round 
with him as his bodyguard. Because one thing is certain: Heliodoro 
will get it in the neck one day. Well, here you are — ^good night, and 
come and see me in my mill. It’s still working.” 

I waited, hand on the door-knob, listening to Old Judn’s footsteps 
dying away. They were the steps of a strong and healthy man, beau- 
tifully even. While I tried not to lose the sound, my ear was caught by 
the noises of the night. Frogs were croaking in the pools of the dirty 
stream, cicadas were shrilling tirelessly in the gully. There were little 
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splashes and jumps, and the thin whirring sound of nocturnal insects, 
and the sudden creaking of old beams in some house or barn. A moon 
of white metal cut the street into two bands, one deep black — ^where 
I stood — and the other aggressively white, gleaming on the smooth 
chalk walls and glinting on the sharp flint stones. The sleeping village 
was beautiful in this light, but I thought I could hear the heart-beat 
behind the white walls, a hidden force. 

My house was asleep, too. The flames in the fireplace threw huge, 
fugitive shadows on the walls and the two slumbering dogs were 
black heaps rimmed with red. I sat down between my dogs and let 
myself be hypnotized by the twisting flames. 

The house felt empty, as I did. 


II. SPIDERS’ WEBS 

I n the north-west comer of the Puerta del Sol, Madrid’s heart 
and centie, begins the Calle de Alcala, which is its most impor- 
tant street. The entrance is as narrow as an alley. In the peak 
hours, the two streams of passers-by are bottled up on strips of 
pavement hardly more than a yard wide. The middle of the street is a 
single compact mass of cars, broken up only when a tram cuts 
through; when two trams coming from opposite directions pass each 
other there, the whole street is blocked. You cannot escape and must 
let yourself drift with the slowly moving crowd. You are smothered 
in the smell of burning petrol from the cars, of hot metal from the 
trams, and of the human beings round you. You rub elbows with a 
porter and a demi-mondaine, and you have the smell of acrid sweat 
and cheap heliotrope in your nostrils. 

Every time you pass the open door of one of the cafes, a thick gust 
of tobacco smoke and crowd hits you in the face, and further on you 
dive through the fumes of the frying-pan in which the tavern-keeper 
of Number 5 fries his sardines under the doorway of his establish- 
ment. It is useless to cross over to the opposite pavement. There, 
too, are crowded cafes and another tavern with another frying- 
pan. 

But the two frying-pans mark the end of your labours. Once you 
have come so far, the street and its pavements widen, you breathe 
more freely and can rest your ears. For while you are caught in the 
narrow thoroughfare you are deafened by tram bells and motor 
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horns, by the cries of street-hawkers, the whistles of traffic policemen, 
the high-pitched conversations, and by the patter of the crowds, the 
rattle of tramcars, the screech of brakes. 

Then the street becomes aristocratic. On its gently sloping pave- 
ment twelve persons can walk abreast, the tramlines are lost some- 
where in the middle, and on both sides cars can pass comfortably 
three at a time. The buildings are ample and solid, stone to the left in 
the palaces of the old Customs House and the Academy of San 
Fernando, steel and concrete to the right. This is a street of banks 
and big offices and fancy shops, sprinkled with smart clubs, bars, and 
cabarets, flashing with neon lights at night. At its bottom end the 
stone building of the Bank of Spain rises on one side, and the War 
Ministry, hidden in gardens, on the other. Between them is the wide 
expanse of a square, in its centre a fountain where the goddess Gybele 
rides in a triumphal chariot drawn by lions and spouting jets of 
water: silver-grey pavement, white buildings, green trees, and a vast 
sky uffiose light drenches and obliterates the foolish architectural 
details. This length of street, no more than a quarter of an hour’s 
walk from the Puerta del Sol, is the Calle de Alcala. 

You may cross the Plaza de la Cibeles and follow for a further hour 
a street which bears the name Calle de Alcald, but to the people of 
Madrid it is no longer the same street. It is an artificial appendix 
w'hose construction we watched at the beginning of this century. We 
call it “ the other side of the Calle de Alcald,” to make it clear that it 
is not our street. 

In the winter, the winds of the Sierra de Guadarrama sweep down 
the street and people who have to pass through it walk rapidly. But 
in fine weather its pavements are turned into a promenade, and the 
owners of the cafes put their marble tables out in the open. At sunset 
an enormous, milling crowd moves slowly up and down between the 
Bank of Spain and the Calle de Sevilla on one side, and between the 
War Ministry and the Calle de Peligros on the other, without enter- 
ing the bottle-neck at the top. Gesticulating, noisy groups of well- 
known people sit at the cafe tables, and the strollers cluster round 
them to see the famous torero, or politician, or writer, and to listen to 
what they have to say. The newspaper-boys cry out the evening 
papers until the street is full of their shouts, and people go on waiting 
for the later editions. Then they gradually disperse in search of their 
supper. 

During the day everything is business; people hurry up and down 
the Calle de Alcala and the revolving doors of the banks gyrate 
incessantly, their glass panes flashing. But by day and night the street 
has a population of its own, which seems to live on those pavements: 
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toreros without engagement, musicians without orchestra, comedians 
without theatre. They tell each other their diJEculties and miseries 
and wait for a more fortunate colleague to arrive and solve the pro- 
blem of a meal for them, for one more day. There are street-walkers 
who come and go in the nearest bar, looking anxiously round to make 
sure that no policeman is near to stop them on their journey. There 
are flower-sellers with their bunches of violets or tuberose button- 
holes, assailing the customers of expensive bars and restaurants. 
There is the man without legs in his little wooden contraption which 
he propels with his hands; coins rain into his cap day after day, he 
has never missed a bull-fight, good or bad, and Ministers and beggars 
greet him. 

Much later, in the small hours of the night, something like a 
bundle of clothes lies in the porch of Galatrava Church. It is a 
woman wdth an infant in arms who sleep there, wrapped in the same 
huge shawl. You can see them in the same spot winter or summer. 
I have watched them during twenty-five years, and to me they were 
the greatest mystery of the Galle de Alcala. Were they a phantom, 
that never grew older? Or w’as the place a fief passed on from genera- 
tion to generation in the beggars’ guild? 

It was in this bit of the Galle de Alcald that I had my office. 

My room was on the top of a tower in one of the highest business 
buildings. It was a cage of glass and iron, with only two walls of 
masonry, one which separated it from the other rooms of the office, 
and another which joined it to the next house. The ceiling was of 
glass, big, transparent glass slabs in a firamework of steel girders. The 
floor was of glass, smaller, dim glass tiles fitted into a net of steel bars. 
Two walls, one facing on to the street, the other on to a wide roof- 
terrace, were plate-glass sheets in steel frames. In winter two enor- 
mous radiators fought against the ice-box atmosphere. In summer, 
the cage was shaded with canvas covers, the huge windows and the 
door to the roof-terrace were opened, and the draughts battled 
against the torrid heat of the sun on glass and steel. I could see the 
endless, luminous sky dwarfing the white city buildings, and the 
insect-like crowds in the street below. 

My office was a cage suspended over the city, but I called it my 
confessional. Here the inventors shut themselves up together with me. 
We discussed their affairs, lying back in the deep leather arm-chairs 
or leaning over the draughtsman’s table, and it was often as though I 
were their confessor. 

The humble, visionary inventor would arrive with his drawings in 
a leather brief-case bought especially for the purpose — ^he had never 
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used a case of the kind himself and fumbled with the lock — and let 
himself drop into the arm-chair. 

‘‘Would you mind shutting the door?’’ 

I would turn round to Maria at her typewriter and say: 

“All right, Sehorita, please leave us alone for the moment. I’ll call 
for you later.” 

She would shut the door carefully. 

“Well now . . . I’ve come to see you because Don Julidn — ^he’s an 
old client of yours, of course — told me I could trust you and speak 
freely.” 

The man would entangle himself in his words, trying to evade the 
necessity of showing his drawings, for fear of being robbed of the 
millions surely awaiting him. 

What a labour it was to convince people of the fact that their 
“invention” had been known to the world for years, or that their 
machine could not function because it was against the laws of 
mechanics. A few, a very few, saw it and left, bowed down under 
their knowledge, shattered. You had killed their spirit, and you felt 
compassion for them. But the great majority looked at you out of 
feverish eyes, pitying you greatly, and demanded that you should 
register a patent for them. You were unable to understand their 
genius. They had come to see you, not in order to convince you of 
their ideas, but simply to register their patent through you; then they 
would convince the whole world of their invention. 

And since a Spanish patent is a document granted to whoever 
applies for it in the correct legal form and pays the fees to the State, 
you had to give in. The inventor was perfectly contented and invited 
you to lunch with him, and you had to listen to the story of how he 
had conceived the idea, of the calvary he had passed through, and of 
his extravagant hopes. 

“ Imagine,” he would say, “ that one out of every thousand inhabi- 
tants of Spain buys my apparatus. At five pesetas. That makes one 
hundred thousand pesetas. And then we take it to America, with a 
market of millions and millions of people — bit’ll be millions of dollars, 
you’ll see.” 

Yet those were the innocents among the many who passed through 
my confessional. More frequently the deep leather chairs held great 
figures in industry and commerce who laid bare all their sense of 
power, all their cynicism: “Business is business, you know.” 

A professor of chemistry at Madrid University discovered a process 
by which hitherto insoluble alkaline earth salts became soluble. His 
discovery implied a revolution in various industries, and the inventor 
knew it. There was a side to it which immediately affected the 
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general public. In the process of extracting sugar from beet or cane 
molasses, only fourteen to seventeen per cenc of the sugar content of 
the solution was obtainable, because insoluble alkaline earth salts 
obstructed the separation of the remainder. By the professor’s 
method, eighty-five to ninety-two per cent could be extracted. This 
meant that from the same quantity of raw material, five times as 
much sugar could be obtained as before, and that production costs 
would be reduced to a fifth. 

While the patent was pending in several countries, the managing 
director of an alcohol distillery turned up in my confessional. His 
firm figured as Spanish, but German capital was behind it, and it 
possessed a virtual monopoly of industrial alcohol in Spain. 

Barea, I want to see a copy of that patent.” 

'' It’s still pending, and I can’t let you have it without an authori- 
zation from the inventor.” 

He handed me a letter from the inventor, authorizing me to give 
him a copy of the patent and further detailed information. When he 
had read through the material, he asked: 

“ What’s your opinion of the patent? ” 

“ I think it’s very interesting. England and Germany have granted 
it.” 

“ But do you believe the process will work? ’ ’ 

“He’s demonstrated it to me in his laboratory. I don’t know 
about its commercial exploitation, but in the laboratory it’s child’s 
play.” 

“ Hm. I want you to take action for an aimulment of the patent.” 

This man’s company was an old client of ours. 

“I’m sorry, but we can’t undertake it. We are the inventor’s 
agents, after all.” 

“ I know that. What I want is that you should take charge of the 
affair, that’s to say, that you should handle it without figuring in 
public. The only one to figure will be the firm’s lawyer. But he doesn’t 
know the first thing about patent law, and so I want you to direct 
him.” 

“But do you realize that an action wouldn’t have an earthly 
chance? The patent is solid, it’s genuine, and it can’t be declared null 
and void just like that.” 

“ I know all that, but well. I’ll explain how things are. We buy 

all residues from molasses for our alcohol production from the Sugar 
Refinery. The inventor has signed a contract with the Sugar Refin- 
ery. That means that, in future, their molasses residues will contain 
about five per cent of sugar instead of eighty-five per cent. You will 
understand that we have a right to defend our business interests. As 
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through me. And yet, I was given no right to think and see for my- 
self; they considered me as complementary of them, as one man 
more who was starting on their career. And they confessed them- 
selves to me. 

At school I had found myself caught in the wheels of a hyper- 
critical educational system which traded in the intelligence of its 
charity pupils, so as to attract as boarders the sons of wealthy mine- 
owners. In the army, I had found myself caught in the wheels of the 
war-makers, shackled by the Military Code and by a system which 
made it impossible to furnish proof of corruption, but easy to destroy 
a little sergeant, had he tried to rebel. Now I found myself caught in 
yet another system of cog-wheels, seemingly less brutal, but infinitely 
more subtle and effective. I could rebel — but how? 

You might go to a judge and tell him that the manager of a certain 
alcohol distillery was attempting to rob an inventor of the fruits of his 
work, and a nation of cheap sugar. But the judge did not exist for 
such matters; he existed so as to prosecute you if you committed the 
offence of violating professional secrets. Those other things were not 
an offence, they were legitimate business. The company had the 
legal right to combat a patent it thought invalid; the inventor had 
the legal right to defend himself. If he was unable to do so, lacking 
the millions he would need to fight an anonymous concern during 
five years of law-suits, that was not the fault of the judge or the law, 
but the inventor’s bad luck. 

If I denounced the deal before a judge, he would laugh me out of 
his presence, and my boss would put me in the street. I would lose my 
name as a loyal and intelligent worker and find all doors shut to me. 
I would starve, haunted by my family’s reproaches. They would caU 
me an idiot. I might have to go to prison for slander. For slandering 
those who took the cream from the milk of Madrid’s children, who 
stole sugar from them, for slandering honourable and decent people 
who followed their legitimate business. 

I thought of all this while I listened to the lawyer of the German 
Embassy, young Rodriguez Rodriguez. He was explaining the action 
by which we were to attack the patents for the manufacture of bear- 
ings for railway coaches. What was at stake was an order of the 
Northern Railway Company for several thousands of special bear- 
ings, an order which involved a million pesetas or so. The bearings 
the patents for which he wanted to attack were the speciality of a 
French company, and the competitor was the German Reichs- 
bahngesellschaft. 

Rodriguez Rodriguez was the prototype of a Madrid playboy. His 
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father had for years been the lawyer of the German Embassy — and 
of many concerns of German heavy industry. He himself had suc- 
ceeded his father, although he had nothing but the title and degree 
of a lawyer. He served the Germans in a double capacity. The law- 
suits he undertook did not gain public attention, as those of greater 
forensic lights would have done; and he lent himsdlf to all kinds of 
machinations wdth an easy unconcern. Immensely vain of his posi- 
tion, he had come back dazzled from his last journey to Berlin. As 
soon as we had finished discussing the patent action he proposed, he 
poured forth praise of German doctors and hospitals as he had found 
them when he was treated for a broken arm. And then they had 
made him a member, not just of the National Socialist Party, but of 
the S.S. He showed me a photograph of young men in black shuts, 
he himself in the middle. 

Now, what do you think of that? 

“You look superb in uniform Now, tell me frankly, Rodriguez, 

what the hell do you want out of this Nazi business? You’re Spanish.” 

“Of course I am, and they wouldn’t have taken me if I hadn’t 
been a member of Falange. It’s an honour to become a member of 
the S.S., don’t you see? And besides, I’m convinced Hitler’s ideas are 
right. They’re what we Falangists want for Spain. We need the sort 
of thing here that Hitler’s done in Germany. Remember what the 
mob did in Asturias. If they hadn’t been made to feel a firm hand, we 
would now have a Spanish Lenin and be Russia’s colony.” 

“I won’t discuss your ideas about the workers and the Republic, 
they’re your affair. But don’t you think you’re going to make us into 
Hitler’s colony, which surely means going to the other extreme? ” 

“Sq what? I should be delighted. That’s exacdy what we need in 
Spain — a whiff of German civilization.” 

“Now look here, friend Rodriguez — ^we’ve worked together for 
quite a few years — ^you know what’s happening in Germany better 
than I do. You know what we may expect from Junkers, and 
Schering-Kahlbaum, and the I.G. Farben. You can’t deny to my 
face, after all we’ve seen, that they are the masters of Germany.” 

“My dear Barea, in this world there are only two possible atti- 
tudes: either you get eaten yourself, or you eat the others. Of course, 
I have to look after my future. And after my country’s too.” 

‘ ‘ That’s why you put on a German uniform? ’ ’ 

“But I’m working for my country that way. It’s not a disguise. It 
simply means that we are working to make Spafn into a strong 
nation.” 

“ Who’s working? ” 

“Our friends, the Germans, and a handful of good Spaniards like 
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myself, who will have to put things into practice. Believe me, Fm not 
the only Narional Socialist in Spain.” 

‘‘No, I know there are quite a lot of them, unfortunately. I don’t 
know whether they all have their Party uniform, but they’re in it 
somehow.” 

“ Of course they won’t let just anyone put on their uniform, and 
they don’t make them members like me. But after ail, in my position, 
I’m almost a German subject.” 

“With the slight difference that you’re a Spaniard. I know they 
send you to Germany with a diplomatic passport, and a lot of errands 
and messages. But all the same, I don’t think it’s good business that 
you’ve let yourself in for.” 

“Time will show. And you’ll change your mind, Barea. You’ll 
have to, you see.” 

He left. I had my lunch and took the bus to Nov6s. 

A little bridge rising in a steep hunchback over a damp, green 
gully lined with aromatic herbs and populated by thousands of frogs. 
All around, the dun earth of Castile, cut into parallel lines by 
ploughed furrows. In front of the bridge, the gate of the flour-mill, 
overhung by the grape vine on the wall. The big house a single splash 
of whitewash, made to look harder and whiter by the sunlight and 
the background of grey soil, by the gay frame of the vine and the 
green band of the gully which carries live blood through the dry 
fields. 

I entered the flour-mill and foimd myself in a cool gateway. Light, 
white dust floated in the air. In the corner gyrated two cone-shaped 
stones which crushed grain for fodder. The grain steamed under the 
pressure and a fine vapour arose, greedily inhaled by two patient 
donkeys at the door. 

To the left, behind a wooden partition with a window, was Old 
Juan’s office. So he said with a flourish, but at the same time he 
laughed at the description, for he found it difiicult to write with his 
knotty fingers. In his grandfather’s time accounts were cut on wooden 
slats with a knife, a notch for each sack of milled grain. 

He chuckled and showed me a bundle of tallies, polished by the 
hands which had handled them for many years. 

“ I still keep the accounts for many people of my own age this way. 
But I have to keep those damned books as well ! ” 

He led me through a narrow door into the mill proper, and it was 
as though we had come out of the land of sun into the land of snow. 
The roof of the hall was some fifty feet above our heads and had big, 
plate-glass windows. From the roof down stretched a thicket of beams 
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and tubes, wheels and belts. But none of it was of iron, all was wood. 
And in the course of the years, the fine dust of milled grain had 
settled in the minutest cracks and crannies, and had clothed each 
piece in white velvet. It was like a snow-bound forest. Spiders had 
scaled the heights and hung their webs from rafter to rafter, from 
corner to corner. The white dust had lined them, and they were like 
pine branches laden with snow. The panes of the high, tall windows, 
powdered with impalpable dust, let through a pale winter sun which 
laid grey shadows on the machinery. The monotonous noise of the 
rocking cradle which sifted flour from bran was almost like the sound 
of a lumberman’s saw in the mountains. 

‘‘ Here you see our whole wealth.” 

‘‘ This is an old place. Uncle Juan.” 

'' My grandfather built the mill. He must have been a progressive 
man for his time, because he installed a steam-engine. It’s still there.” 

When I looked at the steam-engine, I realized what people will 
think of our own notions of mechanics in a thousand years time. It 
was an ancient thing with a misshapen fly-wheel, half buried in the 
ground, red with the rust of half a century, fretted by wind, sand, and 
dripping water, chinky, cracked, crumpled. It stuck out of the ground 
like the skeleton of an antediluvian animal struggling to the surface, 
its rods the broken arms and its enormous piston the neck of a mon- 
ster stricken and twisted by a cataclysm. 

‘‘ I’ve had an electric engine for many years now.” 

"‘And do you make money? ” 

“I used to make it. They brought wheat from Torrijos and Santa 
Cruz to my mill. At times even from Navalcarnero and Valmojado. 
Then Torrijos built a mill for itself, and so did Navalcarnero. It was 
Navalcarnero that did me most harm, because it’s on a railway line. 
But you know, what finished us off was politics. Since the time of the 
dictatorship, one’s had to live on the village, and must be grateful to 
live as it is. Well, I can’t complain. I’m nearing seventy-five, my sons 
have their living, and I’ll die here in peace.” He stopped and 
pondered. “ If they let me ” 

“ I don’t tlfink anyone will quarrel with you. And as you say, when 
one’s seventy-five, one doesn’t expect many more changes in one’s 
life.” 

“I don’t know — really, I don’t know. We old people see many 
things, or we feel them. It may be just our inborn fear of dying. When 
in ’33 the lads went out to the fields and cut down my trees and killed 
my few heads of cattle and burnt the ricks and destroyed the vege- 
table garden — believe me, it didn’t frighten me very much, because 
something’ like that had to come. But then things happened in 
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Asturias and now it looks as if we were all going mad. Things will 
come to a bad end. To a very bad end. And very soon too, Don 
Arturo. The people are starving, and hunger is a bad counsellor. . . . 

“There’s nothing but misery in the village. The half-dozen people 
who could give work to the others won’t do it, some out of anger and 
some out of fear of Heliodoro. The land lies fallow and the people 
haven’t got enough to eat. Don Ramon, God bless him ” 

“Who’s Don Ramon?” 

“He’s the village grocer. You must have seen his shop behind the 
Casino. He’s a good, kind man, only he’s crazy about the Church, 
and it’s just as if they’d bewitched him. Don Ramon is one of the best 
— ^which doesn’t mean that he wouldn’t give you a few grammes 
under weight, though. Well, it used to be like this: every time any- 
body came to him and said: ‘Don Ramon, do let me have some 
beans, or a bit of dried cod, and bread, and I’ll pay you as soon as my 
husband starts working again,’ he let the woman have something and 
put it down in his books. If they paid him, it was all right, but they 
often didn’t or couldn’t. When people had some misfortune, or when 
somebody in their family died, he took his pencil and ran it through 
the account: ‘Don’t worry, woman, that’s settled. And may God 
forgive me, as He may forgive the one who’s dead.’ But then, between 
Heliodoro and Don Lucas ” 

“Now, who’s your Don Lucas? ” 

“ Our priest, and he’s one of the sharp kind. I was going to say, 
between the two of them, they’ve won him over, and now he doesn’t 
give a breadcrumb to the poor any more. Because Don Lucas told 
him it was a mortal sin to help the godless, and Heliodoro said it was 
necessary to get a tight grip on those rascals, and if Don Ramon 
wanted to help them, he — ^Heliodoro — ^would get a tight giip on 
Don Ramon.” 

He made a long pause. 

“The worst of it is that the people take it all in silence. In the 
morning they sit down in the plaza, on the stone wall along the road, 
and keep silent. In the evening they go to Eliseo’s Casino and keep 
silent there. In ’33 a few of them came near my mill, l^ut they had 
some respect for me and knew they could always get a piece of bread 
m my house when they needed it, and so they went away again. But 
next time they come — and they will come — I don’t know . . . For 
they’U come soon. Yoxi’U see.” 

Suddenly, Old Juan’s pride as a host swept away his pessimism. 
He took an old earthenware Talavera jug, ingenuous blue flowers on 
a milky ground, and led me to a huge wine-jar stowed away in a 
small room. 
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Let’s have a drink. You won’t get another Kke it in Madrid.” 

Slowly we drank the cool, rough wine which frothed in purple 
bubbles against the glaze. We handed each other the jug and drank 
from the same side, as in an ancestral peace rite. 

Aurelia was in a bad temper that day. After lunch we took the 
children for a walk in the orchards. She had prepared a snack which 
we went to eat by a stream at the bottom of the green gully. But her 
face did not change. In the end, she said: 

This village is so boring,” 

‘‘What’s the matter now?” 

“Nothing. It’s just as if we belonged to a different race.” 

“Well, what’s happened now?” 

“Nothing has happened, exactly. But you must see that those 
people are boycotting us. Because of course the better families in the 
village know by now that you’re a Socialist and don’t go to Mass and 
are seen in Eliseo’s Casino, And naturally, ail one gets in the street is 
a ‘Good morning’, if that. And you must understand that I won’t 
make friends with the country people.” 

“Why not? I should like you to.” 

“You would. But I think you ought to preserve your standing 
and ” 

“And what? Go to the parties of the Reverend Father and invite 
Heliodoro’s wife to our house? I’m sorry, but I won’t. You can do as 
you like, but I haven’t come here to go to parties.” 

“ Of course, you go away early on Mondays, and I stay here the 
whole week long,” 

We grew sharp and bitter, both of us. The rest of Sunday passed in 
heavy boredom. When I left to catch my bus on Monday morning, 
the whole house w’as sleeping. I went away with a sense of liberation. 


III. UNREST 

I was about to finish signing my bunch of letters. It was the 
pleasantest hour in the confessional. The sun had sunk behind 
the tail buildings on the top of the Calle de AlcaM. A cool 
breeze blew into my room and made the canvas curtains belly 
and crackle. In the street down below, people began to cluster for 
their daily stroll. The noise of the beehive came up as a dull drone 
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punctuated by the cries of the newspaper-boys selling the early even- 
ing papers, the shrill tinkle of tramway bells and the bark of motor 
horns. It was a noise we no longer heard, but which was there, day 
after day. 

When a sudden silence fell, it was so strong and unexpected that I 
stopped writing. Maria interrupted her typing and turned her head. 
The typewriters in the outer office stopped. It lasted only an instant. 
Then a shot sounded, and it was followed by a deafening roar from 
the multitude. Amidst the shouts I caught the sound of people run- 
ning in all directions and of iron shutters being pulled down with a 
clatter. Then came a few more shots and the musical note of breaking 
glass. We ran out on to the roof-terrace. 

A wide space in the street below us was deserted. At the fringe of 
this sudden void, crowds of people were running madly. Opposite us, 
at the corner of the Phoenix Building, some half-dozen people were 
leaning over a bundle on the ground. It looked ludicrous from our 
height. We could see the street in its full length. At our feet it 
widened into a sort of square, where the Gran Via and the Calle de 
Caballero de Gracia joined it. Some cars were standing, probably 
abandoned by their occupants, and a tram had stopped and was 
quite empty. From our altitude the men in the little group were 
soundless and small, they were gesticulating like puppets in a show. 
Two of them lifted a still smaller figure, doubled up at the waist. A 
stain was left on the grey asphalt of the pavement. It looked black. 
A heap of newspapers beside it flapped in the wind. 

Shock Police^ arrived in an open lorry. The men clambered swiftly 
out, truncheon in hand, as though they intended to attack the lonely 
group. A taxi appeared in the still square. The wounded man and 
those who supported him boarded it, and the ,taxi sped up the 
street. The Shock Police hurried to the doors of the cafes. People 
again flooded into the street and formed groups which the police 
dispersed. 

I finished my mail and we all went downstairs. But police stopped 
us on the first floor of the building. The Cafd La Granja had a door 
which opened on to our staircase, and there the police had been 
posted. They demanded identity papers and searched all of us. When 
we reached the front door, we found the wife of the concierge sitting 
on a chair and recovering from an attack of nerves under her hus- 

^ The Guardia de Asalto, here translated Shock Police, was set up by the 
Spanish Government in the early days of the Republic, as a corps loyal to the 
Republican authorities and qualified to replace the old Civil Guard, the 
rural constabulary which traditionally served the interests of the great land- 
owners and their caciques. — ^Author’s Note. 
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band’s care, while a police officer took notes. There was an intense 
smell of ether in the air. The woman was saying: 

I was just standing in the doorway and looking at the people 
walking past until the lads came who sell the Mundo Obrero, ‘Now 
there’ll be a row as usual/ I said to myself. Because the young 
gentlemen of FE were already standing in the door of the cafe with 
their papers and their sticks. But nothing happened. The boys with 
the Mundo Obiero came running and crying out their paper just as 
they do every day, and then the young gentlemen started crying out 
their FE^ but nobody paid much attention. So it looked as if nothing 
was going to happen this time, until one of the lads of the Mundo 
Obrero stopped here at the corner with two of his fnends. And then a 
group of four or five of the others came up at once and pulled away 
his papers, and they came to blows. The people all around ran away, 
and then one of the young gentlemen drew something out of his 
pocket and shot the lad with the papers. Then everyone ran away 
and the poor boy was left lying because he couldn’t get up.” 

For weeks, it had been a daily occurrence that the Falangists 
waited for the Communist paper to appear in the streets, and then 
began to cry out their own review, FE, The people who sold those 
papers were not professional newspaper-vendois but volunteers from 
each party. After a few moments the two groups would be involved 
in a row which ended in faces being slapped, in an occasional broken 
head, and, inevitably, in soiled and trodden newspapers scattered all 
over the pavement. Timorous people would feel frightened and hurry 
off, but as a rule the passers-by considered these scenes a stimulating 
spectacle in which they themselves often felt moved to take a hand. 

This time it was serious. 

The next afternoon, signs of unrest became visible from half-past 
five onwards. Workers who had finished in their shops at five seemed 
to have agreed to meet in the Galle de Alcala. You could see them 
arrive and walk up and down in little groups with their meal packets 
under their arm, exhibiting themselves provocatively between the 
tables on the terrace of the Aquarium, the smart cafe in which the 
bigwigs of Falange met. The number of police posts had been in- 
creased; people were made to pass on. You could see groups of 
Falangists passing groups of workers, exchanging looks and mum- 
bling insults. The conflict was still to come. 

When the first shouts of Mundo Obrero came, they were answered by 
shouts of FE, For a few minutes, the cries filled the street with their 
challenge, and the supporters of each party flocked round their 
newspaper-sellers to buy a copy. Suddenly one of the groups — from 
our altitude we could not see which — ^scattered; there was a scuffle, 

37 



and at once the whole street became a battlefield. The Shock Police 
hit out with their truncheons at everyone within their reach. 

Very soon the superior strength of the workers became clear, and a 
group of Falangists took refuge in the Aquarium. All the window- 
panes in the door of the cafe were smashed. Glass showered on the 
pavement, and broken chairs and tables rolled on the ground. A car- 
load of Shock Police fell upon the assailants. Once more the Calle de 
Alcala was left deserted except for the Shock Police and a few 
passers-by who hurried through. 

After supper I went to the People’s House. In the half-empty cafe 
I found a group of men I knew, discussing the events of the evening 
and the day before. When each one had made an excited speech, an 
elderly man said; 

"‘The worst of it is that all these violent happenings are only 
cooking the stew for the benefit of the Communists.” 

“ So what — are you afraid of them? ” said another mockingly. 

“ I’m not afraid, but what I see is that they’re getting into our own 
ranks. To the Falangists everyone is a Communist, and of course 
we’ll defend ourselves when they hit out at us. But at the same time 
we have to tell people to be patient, and so they go over to the 
Communists.” 

“Well, you’re one of Besteiro’s reformists, aren’t you? You believe 
that things can be settled with velvet gloves. And that’s a mistake. 
The Right is umted — ^and we pull in all directions, each group on its 
own, and what’s worse, each of us calls the others dirty dogs. The 
whole thing’s mucked up.” 

The man who spoke banged a bundle of papers down on the table. 

“Just read this, they’re all our papers. Left papers. And what’s 
in them? The Communists attacking the Anarchists, and the other 
way round. Largo Caballero together with Araquistain attacking 
Prieto, and the other way round. I’ll leave out Besteiro, because 
nobody listens to him any more and anyhow, he never talks about 
revolution in the streets. But all those others talk about it, each 
about his own brand of revolution. If we don’t get together quickly, 
the same thing will happen here as happened in Austria: Gil Robles 
and Calvo Sotelo dictators, and the Vatican dictating.” 

“That won’t be so easy. The people will rise as they did in 
Asturias.” 

“And the same thing will happen as happened then, or worse, 
don’t you see? Don’t think I’m talking of what might happen in the 
moon. That old ditherer, Chapaprieta, won’t be able to save his 
Government, and as soon as they’ve got him to resign — as they will — 
our dear Mr. President, old ‘ Boots’ will have to do one of two things, 
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either make Gil Robles Premier, or dissolve the Cortes. And he won’t 
dare to dissolve the Cortes, because it would cost him his job, 
whether the others win the elections or we do.” 

I did not take much part in the discussion, but I thought the 
pessimist was largely right. I was afraid he was right. 

The then Premier, Chapaprieta, was clearly the head of a transi- 
tion government, intended to mark time. He was a man without the 
backing of a political party, without a majority in the Cortes, in 
office only to steer the Budgets through. Gil Robles, the leader of the 
Right, would not fail to exploit the opportunity of bringing things to 
a head. 

It was the most favourable situation for the parties of the Spanish 
Right. The parties of the Left were utterly disunited. It was not so 
much a disagreement between Republicans pure and simple and 
Socialists or Anarchists, but the deep split which followed from the 
fight for the masses in which each Left party had staked its bid. 
Azafia, the leader of the Left Republicans, commanded a large 
section of the middle class and could hope to win over a considerable 
part of the workers. The socialist trade unions of the U.G.T. con- 
trolled a million and a half w^orkers, the anarchist unions of the 
C.N.T. the same number or more. The number of adherents was 
difficult to establish exactly, and the boundaries of influence were 
shifting. And both fought for the decisive influence among the 
workers. But there was also a struggle within each of the organiza- 
tions. Officially, the U.G.T. acknowledged the principles of the 
Socialist Party, the C.N.T. those of the Anarchist. The opinions 
among their members were not always governed by the official line. 
The Socialist Party itself, and with it the trade unions under its 
influence, were divided into a left wing under Largo Caballero, a 
centre under Indalecio Prieto, and a right wing under Besteiro. The 
C.N.T. was split, less clearly but no less deeply, into the supporters of 
‘direct action” and the supporters of “syndical action”, political 
anarchists and anarcho-syndicalists. In both great trade union centres 
there was a group which favoured, and a group which opposed, the 
fusion of both into a single trade union association. On the whole, it 
was the left wing of the Socialists and the U.G.T. which worked for 
such a rapprochement. But to complicate matters, it was in this left 
wing that the influence of the Communists began to make itself felt, 
and there existed an open and ingrained hostility between Com- 
munists and Anarchists. 

It is very Spanish to “let oneself be blinded only to rob a neigh- 
bour of his eye”, as the proverb says. So it could happen that 
Anarchists were pleased when Communists were attacked by 
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Falange, and that Communists did their best to attack the Anarchists 
by means of official oppression, coming from a government equally 
hostile to the Communists themselves. 

I think all of us who did not belong to a party bureaucracy 
counted those divisions and sub-divisions of the Left over and over 
again in mental despair. And yet it seems to me now that, in stressing 
the splits of the Spanish Left, we were and are falling into a grave 
error. 

For all those paralysing splits and fights obsessed only the political 
leaders of each group and their collaborators, or immediate sup- 
porters — a minority. The average man who belonged to the Left 
felt differently. Out of instinct, out of emotion, if you prefer it, and 
without theoretically marshalled arguments, the vast majority of the 
Spanish working class Left wanted a union which would wipe out the 
resentments and differences that had scarcely ever been real to them. 
Yet the experience of the result of union was very real: the Republic 
had been born out of an agreement between the organized Left 
parties. In the Asturias rising, the miners had fought under the 
slogan of Union of Brother Workers’’. And the longing for 

such a “union of brothers”, mystical and strong, was alive among 
the masses in that second half of 1935, when it was clear that without 
it the Right would assume absolute power and send many thousands 
more into the prisons, to rot with the political prisoners who had 
been there since Asturias. 

It took a long time before the confused urge of the members and 
supporters was converted into measures of common self-defence by 
the leaders of the Left. 

The united front of the Right, however, embracing leaders, mem- 
bers and sympathizers, impressed itself on me — and others like me — 
in daily incidents. 

I saw it most clearly on the minute battlefield of Noves. 

I like walking in the lonely, vast lands of Castile. Thejre are no trees 
and no flowers, the earth is dry, hard and grey, you seldom see the 
outline of a house, and when you meet a labourer on his way, the 
greeting you exchange is accompanied by a distrustful glance, and a 
savage growl from the wayfarer’s dog who refrains from biting you 
only thanks to the harsh order of his master. 

But under the sun of the dog-days, this desolate landscape has 
majesty. 

There are only three things, the sun, the sky, and the earth, and 
each is pitiless. The sun is a live flame above your head, the sky is a 
luminous dome of reverberating blue glass, the earth is a cracked 
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plain scorching } our feet. There are no walls to give shade, no roofs 
to rest your eyes, no spring or brook to cool your throat. It is as 
though you were naked and inert in the hand of God. Either your 
brain grows drowsy and dulled, in passive resignation, or it gains its 
full creative power, for there is nothing to distract it and your self is 
an absolute seif which appears to you clearer and more transparent 
than ever before. 

A burning cigarette in the midst of the deserted plain assumes 
gigantic proportions, like a loud-spoken blasphemy in an empty 
church. The flame of the match disappears in this light and becomes 
less flame than ever. The blue smoke of the match mounts in slow 
spirals, gathers and thickens in the still air to a whitish little cloud 
and sinks down to your feet, grown cold and invisible. The earth 
sw^allows it. The air presses it down to the earth. The light dissolves 
its blue against the blue of the sky. When you throw away your 
cigarette stub, the white smoking patch seems more disgraceful than 
if you had thrown it on the richest carpet. There it stays to tell 
everyone that you had passed. 

Sometimes I have felt so intensely like a criminal leaving a trail 
that I picked up the stub, crushed it out on the sole of my shoe and 
put it in my pocket. At other times, when I found a cigarette end 
lying in the field, I have picked it up out of sheer curiosity. If it was 
still damp, it meant that somebody was near. A cigarette rolled with 
coarse paper would indicate a farm-worker, a machine-made 
cigarette a man from the town. Brittle edges and yellowing paper 
meant that the man had passed days or even months ago. When I 
saw those signs I would breathe more freely, for in the lonely plains 
of Castile, an instinctive fear is re-born in you and you love solitude 
as a defence. 

That morning I had gone for a solitary walk in the fields round 
Noves and come back with an active mind, my brain washed clean, 
but my body tired and parched. I sat down at one of the tables Jose 
had put before the entrance of the Rich Men’s Casino. 

Something very cool, Jose 1 ” 

He produced a bottle of beer covered with dew. He leant over my 
table and asked, as they all asked: 

“ How do you like our place? ” 

‘‘Well, I like it. I prefer villages which are not townified. Perhaps 
it’s because I’m fed up with the town.” 

“If you had lived here all your life like me you would want to get 
away.” 

“Of course ” 
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Opposite the Casino the road dipped down and a low stone wall 
bordered it on the side of the gully. A dozen men were lined up along 
it. They were watching us in silence. 

“What are they doing there^ Jose?’’ 

“They’re waiting for something to happen. For a windfall. But if 

the moon doesn’t fall You see, Don Arturo, it’s customary for the 

men who are out of work to come here in the mornings and wait 
until somebody hires them for some small job or other.” 

“But it’s almost noon, and Sunday into the bargain. Who the 
devil would hire them to-day? ” 

“Oh, they just come because they’re used to it. And then, on 
Sundays the gentry come here for their glass of vermouth, and some- 
times one of them has an errand to be run, and that means a few 
coppers. And sometimes one of the men dares to ask for a mite. The 
poor blokes must do something, after all. They deserve what they’ve 
got, though.” 

“ Do you mean they deserve to starve to death? ” 

“ Goodness me, I don’t mean starve to death, as you put it, because 
one isn’t quite hard-hearted, after all. But it’s a good thing for them 
to learn their lesson. That’ll teach them not to get mixed up with 
Republics and things, and to go wanting to put the world in order. 
Because you’ve no idea, sir, what this place was like when the 
Republic came. They even let off rockets. And then they started at 
once demanding things, for instance, a school. There it is, up there, 
half finished. If they don’t put the money up themselves, their 
Republic won’t.” 

On the road there emerged a horseman on a black horse covered 
with scars and sores. A gaunt figure encased in tight black trousers 
which moulded his calves like the fashionable trousers of the nine- 
teenth century, a black riding coat with rounded tails and a bowler 
which must have been black in its time, but now was the colour of a 
fly’s wings. A Quixote in his late seventies, with few teeth left, but 
bushy brows over lively black eyes, a goatee and a few snow-white 
tufts of hair sticking out from under his hat. He dismounted, threw 
the reins over the horse’s neck and beckoned one of the men sitting 
on the stone waU. 

“ Here, take him to my house.” 

The man caught the reins and dragged the horse past the Casino 
into a doorway beside the pharmacy, some ten yards from where I 
sat. The rider came towards me, beating a tattoo on his shin with his 
riding whip. 

“How d’you do, I’ve been waiting to meet the Madrileno. Do you 
mind if I sit down here?” He did not wait for my assent but simply 
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sat down. "‘What’s yours? Beer? Jose, two beers.” He paused and 
looked at me. “Possibly you don’t know who I am. Well now, Pm 
their accomplice” — he nodded towards the two tillage doctors who 
had just arrived and sat down at another table, hunting in pairs as 
usual — “that’s to say, I’m the apothecary, Alberto de Fonseca y 
Ontivares, Licentiate in Pharmaceutics, Bachelor of Science — 
Chemistry — ^landowner and starveling to boot. These people here 
never fall ill, and when they do fall ill, they haven’t any money, and 
farms produce nothing but law-suits. Now tell me about yourself.” 

He was amusing, and I gave him a brief sketch of myself and my 
work. When I explained my profession, he clutched my arm. 

“My dear fellow, we must have a talk. Do you know anything 
about aluminium? ” 

“Yes, of course. But I don’t know exactly what interests you about 
aluminium and whether my kind of knowledge is likely to be any 
good to you.” 

“Never mind, never mind, we must have a talk. I’ve made a most 
interesting discovery, and we must have a talk. You’ll have to give 
me advice.” 

I was by no means pleased at the prospect of having one of those 
cranky inventors next door to me in the village, but it was impossible 
not to respond. 

The man who had led away the horse came back, took off his cap 
and stood there, waiting, a couple of yards from us. Don Alberto 
gave him a stare. 

“What are you waiting for? A tip, eh? All right, this is a red-letter 
day — here you are — but don’t think it wDl happen every time. And 
what’s that you’ve got there in the pocket of your blouse? ” 

The man reddened and mumbled: 

“Doha Emilia gave me a piece of bread for the kids.” 

“All right, all right, may you enjoy it.” 

I stood up. Don Alberto wanted to discuss his discovery, but I had 
not had my meal and I did not like looking at the silent men lined up 
along the wall. 

We had our discussion later in the day, in the back room of the 
pharmacy. Doha Emilia listened, her knitting needles clicking. Her 
chubby hands moved swiftly. Otherwise, she consisted of tight rolls 
of fat in calm repose. Sometimes she looked at her husband over her 
eyeglasses. A sleepy cat in an old rep arm-chair opened its eyes, two 
green eyes with a vertical black slit, whenever its master raised his 
voice. The room was dark, not because of lack of light, for light 
entered freely through a wide window opening into the sunlit street, 
but because everything inside the room was dark: dark purple, 
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almost black curtains and carpets, the four arm-chairs raisin-coloured, 
darkened by age, the wall-paper a blackish blue with tarnished gilt 
scrolls. 

Don Alberto explained: 

“As I told you this morning, I’m a landowner. My God give us 
good earth! I’ve got a big field rather like a graveyard, all studded 
with stone slabs, and four miserable cottages in the town. The tenants 
don’t pay rent, and the ground lies waste. But I have to pay the rates 
every year, like clockwork. Thank goodness, we’ve got a bit of our 
own and this pharmacy to live on. As you saw, every day, no matter 
what weather God sends us, I saddle my horse and we go off for a 
ride in the fields. You can’t imagine how often I’ve taken a ride 
across my fields. Then, one day, I saw a fellow squatting on the 
ground there and digging little holes. I wondered what he was up to, 
so I accosted him and asked: ‘What are you doing, my good man?’ 
and he answered in poor Castilian: ‘Nothing, just pottering. Do you 
know who owns this land?’ ‘I do,’ said I. ‘It’s quite good soil, yes, 
isn’t it?’ he answered. ‘Not bad if you want to sow paving stones.’ 
He stared at me and changed the subject and started telling me that 
he was a German and liked Spain very much, and so on. He told me 
he thought of building a little house in the country. He found the 
landscape round here very pleasant, he said. Now, you see, you’ve 
got to have a very thick skin to say that without blushing. Because 
that landscape is as bare as my palm. I said yes to everything and 
thought: ‘Now what has this rogue got up his sleeve?’ When he was 
out of sight, I went back to my piece of land, collected a few lumps of 
the soil and shut myself up here in the back room. My dear friend” — 
Don Alberto said this very solemnly — “my soil is bauxite. Pure 
bauxite,” 

He gave me no time to show my amazement, but changed from 
enthusiasm to rage with lightning speed. 

“And that German is a scoundrel. That’s why I called you in.” 

Dona Emilia dropped her knitting in her lap, raised her head, 
wagged it and said: “ What’s your reason, Albertito? ’’ 

“Be quiet, woman, let us talk.” 

The knitting needles resumed their monotonous seesaw, and the 
cat again shut its green eyes. Don Alberto went on: 

“A few weeks ago he turned up here. He had decided to build 
himself a house in this marvellous spot, he said. He had liked my land 
so much. And as it wasn’t arable land, he assumed that I would be 
willing to sell it cheaply, because he wasn’t exactly rich. I couldn’t 
refrain from saying: ‘So it’s a little house in the country you’re 
wanting to build — a little house with big chimneys, eh? ’ He showed 
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himself most astonished. 'Yes, yes, don’t play the innocent now. You 
think I don’t know what you’re after. Luckily, I haven’t quite for- 
gotten my chemistry.’ My good German chuckled broadly and said: 
'Good, now we will understand one another better, yes? You must 
realize that I have to look after my business and if you hadn’t got 
wise to what’s in your soil it would have been more economical from 
my point of view. But never mind. How much do you want for your 
land?’ I said: 'Fifty thousand duros — two hundred and fifty thou- 
sand pesetas.’ My German laughed loudly and said: 'Now, don't let 
us waste our time. The site has been registered in accordance with 
the Law of Mining Sites. So we have the right to expropriate your 
ground and the adjacent land. I offer you five thouand pesetas in 
cash and twenty thousand in free shares of the company we will set 
up. Think it over and you’ll see that it’s best for you.’ I told him to go 
to the devil. But now he’s sent me a summons to appear before the 
judge to settle the question of the expropriation of my land in amity. 
What would you advise me to do? Those scoundrels think they’ll get 
my land for a chunk of bread.” 

What advice could I give to this village apothecary? If Germans 
were mixed up in the affair, the prospectors were doubtless financed 
by some important firm in Germany; and no-one knew the power 
and the means at the disposal of those people better than I. Don 
Alberto had the choice between getting a handful of pesetas and 
entering on a law-suit, with the result that the pesetas he might be 
paid in the end would not cover the costs of the brief. Obvionsly, they 
had him in a trap and there was no escape for him. 

I explained the legal situation and advised him to try and hold out 
for the biggest possible sum, but not to involve himself in litigation. 

He waxed indignant. 

"So those rogues come firom abroad and rob us of the fruits of our 
labour? That’s the whole history of Spain. Those people come here 
where no-one wants them and take the best for themselves. There 
you have Rio Tinto and the Ganadiense and the Telephones and the 
JPetrol Monopoly and I don’t know what more. And in the meantime, 
we can starve! What we need is a strong Government. What we 
need is that the Chief should take the whole thing into his own 
hands.” 

" The Chief? What Chief? ” 

I knew very well whom he meant. Gil Robles was being built up as 
the great Leader, the Jefe, and his name coupled with the tide 
"Chief” was being dinned into our ears. But I did not feel like 
accepting this chieftainship unchallenged. 

Don Alberto said: "There’s only one Chief The man who’ll save 
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‘‘ In this Sacred House which is the House of God and therefore 
open to everyone, isn’t it? Don’t be afraid. I’m no heretic. It didn’t 
occur to me to change the label. The trouble with me, I think, is that 
I’ve suffered from too much so-called religion all my life. You can 
rest assured, I’ve been brought up in the lap of Holy Mother 
Church.” 

But why don’t you go to church, then? ” 

“ If I tell you the truth, we shall probably quarrel.” 

“Just speak out. I prefer things to be plain and to know where I 
am. 

“Well then, I don’t go to church because you clergy are in the 
Church, and we don’t get on together. I was taught a faith which by 
its doctrine was all love, forgiveness, and charity. Frankly, with very 
few exceptions, the ministers of the faith I have met possess all sorts of 
human qualities, but just not those three divine qualities.” 

Don Lucas did not enter this field. He chose a tangent: 

“What should we do then, in your opinion? For instance, what 
should I do? Or, to put it clearly, what would you do if you were in 
my place?” 

“You’re pushing me into the personal sphere. It is possible that 
you yourself are one of those exceptional priests I’ve mentioned, and 
some of whom I have known and still know. But if you want to hear 
what I would do in your place if I were a priest, it’s quite simple; I 
would drop the post of Chairman of Catholic Action — that’s what 
you are, I think — so as to obey your Master’s Law ‘Render unto 
Caesar that which is Caesar’s ’, and that other Word which says that 
His reign is not of this world. And then I would use the pulpit for 
teaching the Word of Christ, not for political propaganda, and I 
would try to convince all people to live together in peace, so that the 
poor need no longer perish, lined up along the stone wall of the road 
waiting for a piece of bread as for a miracle, while the rich let the soil 
lie waste and each night gamble away enough money to wipe out all 
the hunger in Noves.” 

It was now that the priest took offence. His lips went greyish white 
and quivered. 

“I don’t think you can claim the right to teach me my duties. In 
this place there are a good many of the rabble who need one thing, 
and one only: the stick. I know you think our Chief is a ‘ church rat’. 
But whether or not it pleases your friends, the revolutionaries, who 
want to push Spain into the greatest misery — ^he is the man who will 
create a great Spain. I’m sorry to say that you and I can’t be firiends. 
You’ve come to disturb the tranquillity of this place. We’ll each fight 
for his own side and God will help those who deserve it.” 
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I left the church in a pensive mood. This was a declaration of war 
in due form from the masters of the village, although I had not yet 
interfered in the village life. 

It also gave me a practical demonstration of the unity within the 
Right Wing. Don Alberto was an old Monarchist. Don Lucas was a 
politicizing priest. Heliodoro was nothing but a ruthless usurer, 
exploiting the political game. The two doctors had not the slightest 
interest in the Church or in politics, so long as they had their racket. 
Valentin gambled his farm away. Others believed they had the 
bounden duty to stand against the workers, simply because they 
themselves belonged to the landed class. None of them had strong 
political or religious ideals, and yet they sallied forth as one man to 
defend a policy and an ideal. Was it precisely their lack of convictions 
which permitted them to unite? Was it the existence of ideals which 
made it difficult for us of the Left to be united? 

The logical inference was that those men united to defend their 
property and their position. But why could not the leaders of the Left 
unite to defend what position and chance of position they had? Why 
w’as it that the men in the street, the common people, the workers, 
the farm-labourers, and the miners, were always ready to get 
together — and not their leaders? 

It was not I who asked this. In those days of the Indian summer of 
1935 all Spain asked this auestion, even our enemies. 


IV. BALLOT 


U nrest and uncertainty made me seek for something un- 
changed and secure in human relationship. But my mother 
was dead. 

My mother had died in harness, seventy-two years old, 
tirelessly working, however tired she may have felt, helping my sister 
Concha through her many pregnancies, taking over the care of the 
children and the housework, helping her by taking a post as con- 
cierge in a tenement house so that Concha and Agustin, her husband, 
should have free lodging, helping them with her own scanty earnings 
through the long periods when Agustin, a skilled cabinet-maker, was 
out of work during the series of strikes in his trade. 

There had been a hard time, before I myself had won through to 
comparative prosperity, when my mother and Concha had to accept 
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the assistance of charitable institutions. There existed a Home for 
Washerwomen, founded by Queen Maria Christina; my mother 
applied, not for herself, but for children’s clothes on Concha’s behalf, 
and received help from the nuns who ran the Home. There also 
existed a State institution called ‘'Drop of Milk”, Gota de Leche^ 
where mothers of small children could obtain free milk. Concha 
applied, and was granted a daily milk ration for which she waited in 
a queue, while our mother looked after the children. But they had to 
pay for this charity by figuring in the lists of those who regularly 
attended Mass, and by presenting the parish priest’s certificate to 
show that they had partaken of Holy Communion. This did not 
make it easier to accept charity. 

My mother never grew bitter. She was proud of her usefulness and 
bore with the “things of life”, as she would say, with a cheerful 
resignation and sceptical hopefulness. But it made me bitter, and at 
times, when I felt least able to help, unjust towards my sister. 

It was natural that my mother should go to help her daughter. But 
it hurt and irked me that my mother was so little part of my own 
home because she was unable to get on with Aurelia. Clearly as I 
realized the defeat and emptiness of my marriage, I could not bear 
strictures from others, not even from my mother, still less from my 
brother, my sister, my brother’s wife, and my sister’s husband, who 
ail agreed in disliking the woman who was, after all, my wife. 

My mother died in 1931 . 1 had little inner contact with the rest of 
the family. But now, when the open failure of my marriage was an 
accepted fact and I felt the chill of a great change in my bones, I 
resumed a closer friendship with my brother and with my brother-in- 
law. We three had been much together when we were young boys. 
We knew a lot about each other, without having to explain any- 
thing. The women, my wife, my sister, and my sister-in-law, hated 
one another and met as little as possible. Agustfn, short, square, slow 
to speak and slow, but capable in his movements, with a hidden vein 
of shrewd satire and plenty of horse-sense, placid and reliable, gave 
me a feeling of rest and safety, and when he spoke he was as infallible 
as Sancho Panza at his best. But it was difficult for him to go out and 
leave Concha with the nine children, harassed and overworked as 
she was. 

Thus Rafael, my brother, thin, colourless, and acid, more restless 
and more sceptical than I, became more than ever my silent 
companion. 

When I dissolved my home in Madrid and set up my family in 
Noves, he let me have a bedroom in his flat. Escaping from the stale, 
sour atmosphere and the shallow gossip of his wife, we would go out 
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after supper to waik through the streets, to stay for a while in cafes or 
bars where we had friends, and then to walk on in heated and point- 
less discussion o’* in the familiar morose silence. And on some of the 
evenings I would go out with Maria. 

But my relationship wth Maria was also in a stage of restlessness. 

When I first came to the office, ^^laria was the least attractive of 
the four typists. She was seventeen then, with black eyes and hair, 
angular and bony. Her olive skin looked dirty, her neck was long and 
thin, her chest flat. With that she was highly strung and active, rapid 
of comprehension. She was not particularly well educated, but quick 
in the uptake and a good typist. I took her on as my secretary and we 
worked well together. 

Maria’s face was pitted with pock-marks. This made her very un- 
happy and she Was continually conscious of it. It gave her comfort 
when I began to tell her about the difficulties of my married life and 
my hopes of finding The Woman, because I tried to explain that I 
did not think so much of physical beauty as of mutual understanding, 
of harmony, of fusion. I was unaware at the time that I was seducing 
the young girl. Maria’s plain face denied her that homage which is 
freely given to attractive women in the Spanish streets. She had no 
other contact with men than myself. And I imagine that I had the 
kind of fascination for her, which mature, experienced men so often 
have for very young women. In slow stages our intimacy grew. 
During those years the scrawny girl became a ripe woman with a 
harmonious body. We slid into a love affair, inevitably, since I 
wanted to find someone to whom I could give affection and who 
would understand my language. The community at work and her 
ardent will to please me were a substitute for love. 

We were discreet in our relationship, but did not try to hide it. It 
was an open secret. In the true tradition of a Spanish marriage, in 
which the wife does not over-much mind an affair of her husband’s, 
as long as it does not absorb him for ever and as long as there are no 
illegitimate children, I had no great trouble with Aureha. She did 
not feel her fundamental position threatened by Maria, and we had 
a few acrimonious discussions, but no more. There was no difficulty 
on the side of Maria’s family either. She lived with her mother, a 
brother, and a younger sister. The mother knew of our relationship, 
but ignored it in silence, I think because she regarded Maria as a girl 
who would never marry and therefore had the right to enjoy her life 
as best she could. 

We had agreed that we would both remain completely free, but 
six years had created a very close intimacy between us. Pven though 

51 



I had never been in love with her, I had been content in those six 
years. 

Now I was no longer content. Nor was she. 

One Saturday morning Maria tackled me: 

Are you going to Noves this afternoon? 

“Yes, of course.” 

“I’m fed up with this arrangement. Every Sunday I’m left alone, 
and I’m getting bored. My sister goes out with her girl friends and I 
can’t go with her.” 

“ I don’t see why not.” 

“Most Sundays they go to a dance. If I go I must dance too, 
because they all know I love dancing, and I can’t pretend I don’t.” 

“Well, what more do you want, then? If you feel like it, go to a 
dance and dance yourself, of course. You know I’m not jealous. But I 
can’t stay here on Sundays. We’re together all the week. Anyhow, 
we thrashed all this out in advance, and you agreed with me about 
it.” 

But Maria insisted that I sho jld stay in Madrid. She did not want 
me to stay every Sunday, only from time to time, and particularly 
this time. I sensed she had something definite in her mind and let 
them know in Nov^s that I would not come for the week-end. 

On Saturday night we went to a theatre together. Maria showed 
more interest in the details of life in Noves and in discussing my wife’s 
behaviour than in the play. On Sunday we made a day of it and went 
to El Escorial. When we were lying in the grass, before us the over- 
powering range of mountains which encircles the monastery, Maria 
suddenly said: 

“ Now, what do you intend to do? ” 

“What about? ” The question had caught me by surprise and pro- 
duced no mental association in me, although we had discussed my 
matrimonial affairs off and on during the day. 

“About Aurelia.” 

“You mean, what can I do? I can only get a divorce, and I can’t 
see why I should. It would be bad for the children, they would be 
much worse off without me, and it wouldn’t do me any good either. 
I’d have to stay alone and live in a boarding house, or stay for good 
in my brother’s flat. I’d live less comfortably and spend much 
more money. It would have been worth while if I’d found my 
woman.” 

I did not mean to be cruel. I had been talking spontaneously, just 
as I had talked for years, about my own problems. Maria watched 
me, and her eyes were full of tears. 

“ I don’t mean anything to you, then ...” 
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‘‘But — child — our case is something quite different.’’ 

“Of course it’s different. For yoi^ a pastime and for me a closed 
door.” She began to weep bitterly. 

“ But listen, what is it you \vant me to do? To get a divorce and live 
with you? Or to marry you?” 

She wiped away her tears and smiled. 

“ Of course, you silly.” 

“But don’t you see that it wouldn’t do? Now, everybody is 
tolerant about us and shuts both eyes. The moment we do what you 
want, they would all be against us, and particularly against you. 
Can’t you see? In the office they wouldn’t keep you on, probably 
neither of us, but certainly not you ” 

“Once we lived together it wouldn’t matter. I would stay at 
home.” 

“All right, granted. But you don’t see things as they are. If we 
lived together, they would treat you as an ordinary tart. If we mar- 
ried, they would treat you as the woman who has seduced a married 
man and destroyed a home. Even your family wouldn’t like it, I 
presume.” 

“ Never mind about all those things. I’m of age and can do as I like. 
If it’s only that — ^it doesn’t matter to me what people call me.” 

“But it matters to me.” 

“ Look how little you love me ! ” 

The conversation rang hollow and false, but we went on and on. 
From that excursion we came back in an antagonistic mood. I under- 
stood Maria’s attitude and hopes, but I had no intention of realizing 
them. A divorce followed by a joint household or marriage would 
have meant no more than an exchange of one woman for another, 
with the prospect of more children and the boredom of married life 
without love. Maria was in her own right while she worked with me 
as my secretary and listened to my personal worries and problems; 
she was in her own right as my comforter. She would lose all this in a 
marriage. I would lose the secretary and the comforting listener. 

My attitude and line of action were coldly and pointedly selfish. I 
knew that. It gave me a chill feeling in the pit of my stomach. I did 
not like myself, and I did not like her. She had broken our pact. I 
knew she was right in her way, and I thought I was right in mine. It 
was not as though she just wanted to get her man; she was convinced 
that her affection for me would make me happy, that even if I was 
not in love, I was very fond of her, and that I had no hope of ever 
meeting the woman of whom I used to talk and think. After all, she 
knew very well that I was -thirty-eight years old, an age at which a 
man begins to be a fatalist in matters of love, or a sceptic, 
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But I was not altogether a sceptic. And it was not that I wanted to 
get rid of her or to exploit her coldly. We had had our good times. 
But I knew that the imposition of a life together would destroy the 
friendship and fondness born out of loneliness and grown in loneli- 
ness. 

Our discussion was closed, but it left a tension in the air. Maria did 
not repeat her demand, but she intensified her attentions to me, 
down to the smallest matters. She wanted to show me that she was a 
perfect woman not only as a lover but also as a housewife. Her tactics 
were wrong. I was not interested in living with a good housewife. She 
only made me feel irritated and bored. It amused, but also annoyed 
me to see how Maria tended to behave as though we were a good 
bourgeois couple. We often went to a night club to dance, but now 
Maria began to tell me that we ought to behave more discreedy. 

“If anyone saw us like this, he would think there was something 
behind it.’’ 

“ My dear girl, he would only think what’s true.” 

“But I don’t want people to think I’m one of those women. I love 
you just as if you were my married husband.” 

By the end of 1 935, I was in a state of acute irritability and des- 
peration. I avoided contact with both women, and I could not escape 
either. 

At that time began the campaign for the impending elections. For 
several weeks the mass excitement and the knowledge of what was at 
stake swept all private problems from my mind. 

When Premier Chapaprieta submitted the Budgets to the Cortes, 
the Right began a systematic obstruction. Chapaprieta had to resign. 
President Alcala Zamora — “Boots” — ^was an old fox in politics, a 
cacique from Andalusia who during the Monarchy had kept himself in 
power by managing elections in his district, and who in the last stage 
of the Monarchy had turned himself into a Republican. Chapa- 
prieta’s resignation involved the position of the President. Gil Robles 
held the majority in the Cortes, and the President would have to call 
upon him to form a Cabinet. Alcala Zamora was not opposed to a 
Right Wing and Catholic Government; he was a militant Catholic. 
But he preferred to become the DoUfiiss of Spain himself, rather than 
to leave this role to Gil Robles. And Gil Robles had attempted to put 
pressure upon Alcald Zamora, a fact which the old boss could not 
easily forget. 

The President entrusted Portela Valladares, an independent 
Republican, with the formation of the Government. The idea was 
that he would use all the resources of governmental power to prepare 
elections in favour of the moderate Centre, the group which Alcala 
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Zamora wanted to represent and which would then sway the votes 
of the Cortes in one or the other direction. 

But the game was obsolete. It had been played with success in 
support of the Monarchy ever since i860. But now the country was 
no longer politically indifferent; it was in full effervescence, deeply 
divided into two opposite camps. Alcala Zamora’s game had no 
chance of success; it was never even properly started. As soon as 
Portela Valladares announced his Cabinet, it was attacked by both 
Right and Left. He resigned. In December 1935, AJcala Zamora dis- 
solved the Cortes and announced the i6th of February 1936 as the 
date for the new elections. 

The constitutional rights of citizens were restored. The propa- 
ganda battle began. The Right hoisted the anti-communist flag and 
frightened prospective voters with accounts of the great damage 
which a Left victory at the elections would do to the country. They 
predicted chaos, and gave colour to their prediction by multiplying 
provocative street incidents. The parties of ‘the Left formed an 
electoral bloc. Their list of candidates comprised all shades from 
Republicans to Anarchists; they focused their propaganda on the 
atrocities which had been committed against the political prisoners 
after the Asturias rising and on the demand for a general amnesty. 
Yet at the same time the dissension between the parties of the Left 
grew. The Left press devoted at least as much space to mutual attacks 
as to attacks against the Right. Everyone feared a Fascist coup iHtat 
and voiced this fear, and proclaimed his particular brand of Revo- 
lution as the only way out. Largo Caballero accepted the title of 
Spain’s Lenin and the support of the Communists. His group told the 
masses that a victory at the elections would not be the victory of a 
democratic bourgeois State, but of a revolutionary State. The 
Amarchists also aimounced the coming victory of a revolutionary 
State, not after the pattern of Soviet Russia, but based on “liberta- 
rian” ideals. After the “Two Black Years” of oppression, it was like* 
an intoxication. The lid was off. Every single individual was dis- 
cussing the political situation and taking active part in the propa- 
ganda for his ideas, 

I entered the fray in Noves. 

Eliseo received me with a shout of welcome when I entered the 
Poor Men’s Casino: 

“We’ve been waiting for you. We’ve decided to prepare for the 
elections here, and we want to set up an Electoral Committee.” 

“ A very good idea.” 

“But we want you to organize the whole thing. We don’t know 
anything about anything here, and we do want to do things well. 
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Heliodoro and his gang have got it all organized on their side. 
They’re promising the people everything under the sun, and at the 
same time they threaten them if they don’t behave. And hunger is a 
bad counsellor. Now, you’ve got friends in Madrid, so if you help us 
we’ll get meetings and make propaganda. Anyhow, you know what 
I mean.” 

I had my roots in Madrid and not in Noves, but I could not refuse 
to take an active part in what I believed to be a decisive moment for 
Spain and for our socialist hopes. These people needed someone who 
could not be intimidated by the Corporal of the Civil Guard or 
trapped by dubious manoeuvres, someone who could save them from 
committing foolish or illegal acts and thus giving the other side a 
handle. It crossed my mind that it would give me satisfaction and 
diversion to plunge myself into the elections and that it would keep 
me aloof from the two women as well. 

I saw instantly that a victory of the Right, and even perhaps a 
victory of the Left, would mean that I would have to leave the village 
at once. But Noves was drawing to an end for me anyhow. 

I accepted the task. 

The first thing I did was to seek contact with Carlos and 
Antonio. 

Carlos Rubiera was an old member of the Socialist Youth Organ- 
ization, whom the Party put forward as a candidate at the elections. 
We had worked closely together in 1931 to found the Clerical 
Workers’ Union in Madrid; our trade union had flourished and 
gained victories, Carlos was well away on his political career. He had 
often invited me to join the Socialist Party as a member or to become 
an official of the trade union; I had refused, because I felt unfit for a 
political career, but we had remained good friends. He was a very 
gifted orator and organizer. 

Antonio was a Communist, and an old friend of mine. I knew 
exactly how honest, how poor, and how narrow-minded he was. He 
had been a little clerk who earned a pittance and had no prospects in 
life other than to go on earning a pittance and keep himself and his 
mother just above starvation level. In 1925, while Antonio was in a 
sanatorium with tuberculosis, his mother died in misery. When he 
reappeared in Madrid, cured, he earned just enough to live. It would 
not have been enough for any vice, but smoking and drinking had 
been cut out by his tuberculosis, and Antonio had become afraid of 
women since his illness. He became a Communist, one of the earliest 
Communists in Spain, and he followed his faith with the zeal of a 
fanatic. In 1936 he was a minor party official. 

Rubiera and Antonio let me have propaganda material for Noves, 
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gave me hints on organizing an electoral committee^ and promised to 
send Left speakers to the village. 

The next Saturday afternoon we set up the Electoral Centre of the 
Popular Front in Noves. 

That evening Jose called me aside and led me to his house, at the 
back of the Rich Men’s Casino. While his wife served coffee to the 
customers, Jose hauled out a bottle of cognac. 

“ You’ll excuse my inviting you here, but we must have a talk. I’ve 
got to give you some advice.” 

Oh, well, thanks. But I don’t remember having asked you.” 

‘‘Don’t get annoyed, Don Arturo. It’s a friend’s advice, because 
friends must show themselves when they’re most needed. I’ve a great 
respect for you and your family, and I can’t keep my mouth shut any 
longer. It’s not as if I had a personal interest in the question. I’m 
concerned with my business, and that’s all. But I know our village, 
and you’re a stranger here. You won’t change it.” 

“And what exactly is your advice?” 

“That you shouldn’t get mixed up in these elections. Let the 
people settle their own affairs, and don’t play Don Quixote. Of course 
— if you’ve got it into your head to go on working with Eliseo’s gang, 
you’ll have to get into the bus as soon as the elections are over, and 
never come back. If they let you go, that is ...” * 

“You mean to say, if the Right wins the elections.” 

“ Or the Left. You believe things will change here if the Left wins, 
but that’s your mistake. Things will go on here as always. They won’t 
let their land go, one way or the other. And where there’s money 
there’s a way. You never know what’s going to happen. After all, 
we’re all mortal.” 

“ Good. That’s the message Heliodoro gave you for me? ” 

“ If you want to take it that way. . . . It’s true he told me that you 
ought really to be warned and that he couldn’t very well do it him- 
self. But this is my own idea, because of my esteem for you.” 

“Many thanks, Jose. But I don’t think I’ll change my mind. It 
may well be that you’re right and that I’ll have to pay for this by 
getting out of the village. But I have to stick to my people.” 

“Well, think it over. And just in case — ^but this is really my own 
idea — don’t walk about too much at night when you’re alone. Our 
people here are very rough, and there’s been trouble at every 
election.” 

When I reported this conversation in Eliseo’s Casino, it caused a 
great stir; whenever I went out at night afterwards, two hefty young 
men with cudgels accompanied me everywhere. 

I went to Santa Cruz de Retamar to see the Corporal of the Civil 
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Guard about the legal formalities. He received me with a surly 
face. 

“ And who ordered you to get mixed up in all this? 

Fve a right to do so, haven’t I? I’m a householder in Noves and 
have the right to take part in the village life.” 

“All right. Here are your papers. I should stay quietly in my 
house, if I were you, because if I’m not very much mistaken, there’ll 
be trouble at the elections. For me the situation is quite simple. It’s 
my duty to maintain order, whomever it may affect. So you have 
been warned. Look out.” 

Carlos Rubiera and Antonio kept their promise. Four speakers of 
the Popular Front were coming to Noves on Sunday: one of the 
Republican Left, one Socialist, one Communist, and one Anarchist. 
With the exception of the Republican, who was a middle-aged man, 
they were all young lads, completely unknown in politics. The news 
produced an upheaval at Eliseo’s. 

“ We need the ballroom ! ” 

The ballroom belonged to the inn where the bus stopped and 
where the post-office was installed. I went to see the owner. 

“ We should like to rent your ballroom for a meeting next Sunday.” 

“You’ll have to ask Heliodoro, he’s booked it for the whole time 
until Election Day for rdeetings of the Right. I can do nothing for 
you.” 

Heliodoro received me in his office with the pomp of a great man 
of affairs, entrenched behind a huge walnut table and surrounded by 
piles of paper. He answered with a frosty little smile: 

“ I’m extremely sorry, but I can’t help you. I need the room.” 

Discouraged, I went back to Eliseo’s. We could not arrange an 
open-air meeting in the middle of January. But Eliseo hit upon the 
solution. 

“They’re dirty rogues, those people. Heliodoro can’t rent the 
ballroom, because, you see, it is rented by the municipality. The 
Municipal Council pays Rufino” — the inn-keeper and postmaster — 
“so-and-so much per year, and the only right he’s got is to set up a 
buffet when there’s a dance. He just can’t sublet it.” 

I returned to Heliodoro. He bridled. 

“ I’ve rented the ballroom, and I’ve got the receipt here. If you 
want to enter a legal action against Rufino and the Municipal 
Council, you’re welcome, but please leave me out of it. ...” 

I went to the Corporal and explained the case. He shrugged his 
shoulders. There wasn’t anything he could do. I lost patience. 

“ Now listen. The other day you told me you were here to main- 
tain order, whomever it might affect. The ballroom is here for the 
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free use of the whole population. I won’t cancel the meeting, and the 
meeting will be held in the ballroom. You can settle it however you 
like, that’s to say, if you don’t want the thing to go beyond mere 
words. And I can tell you something: this won’t be a matter of a few 
village lads. To-morrow I shall inform the parties which organize the 
meeting, and report the things that are going on here, and the 
responsibility will fall on you, because it’s your obligation to solve 
such questions without further trouble.” 

The Corporal of the Civil Guard beat a retreat. There was unrest 
in the villages and towns of the province, which had suffered parti- 
cularly severely from the vindictiveness of the landowners during the 
Two Black Years. The Corporal foresaw that it would come to an 
open conflict for which he would be made responsible in the end. 
That same night he spoke to Heliodoro. And Heliodoro conceded me 
the ballroom. 

‘‘This is a personal favour out of consideration for you and the 
Corporal. I don’t want trouble which would lead to a serious inci- 
dent, any more than you. What we want is public order.” 

During those weeks, I spent almost every evening in Noves and 
went back to Madrid early each morning. On one of those evenings, 
Aurelia handed me a letter: 

“Here, Jose brought it for you. And he’s been telling me plenty of 
things. I can’t think why you’ve got to go and interfere in those 
elections.” 

The letter was a communication from the Noves Farmers’ Circle — 
the ofiicial name of the Rich Men’s Casino — ^informing me that the 
General Assembly had decided unanimously to cancel my member- 
ship. We celebrated it at Eliseo’s that night. The Noves Workers’ 
Circle made me its honoraiy member. After that, we went out to 
stick the posters of the meeting on walls and hoardings. 

It turned out a radiantly sunny day. The plain in which Noves is 
ensconced is one of the coldest spots of Spain in winter. The winds 
from the Sierra de Guadarrama which sweep it freeze the soil deep 
down. But the village in its gully is sheltered from the winds, and on 
sunny days people prefer to stay out in the open, so as to get away 
from their dismal houses. The place comes alive. The women sit on 
low stools outside their house doors and chat, and their children run 
round playing; the men stand in groups in the market square and the 
young people go for walks in the orchards, holding hands. 

That Sunday the village looked alien. From the early morning 
onwards, people from the near-by villages arrived for the meeting of 
“those Madrid people”. The main street was filled with peasants 
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and land-workers accompanied by their wives and children, ail 
shouting greetings at each other, ail noisy and excited. The ballroom 
was hung with Popular Front posters and its doors stood wide open. 
People went in and out in a continuous stream to show each other the 
new sight. At midday a number of women turned up with chairs 
which they planted along the walls, determined not to lose the spec- 
tacle or their seats, even if it meant waiting for hours. 

The ballroom was an old stable converted into a place for enter- 
tainment by the simple expedient of putting up a wooden platform 
and framing it with draperies of red calico. A little side door led to 
this dais from the inn stable-yard. A sheet hung between the two red 
draperies served as a screen for films or as a curtain for theatrical 
performances. When there was a dance, the band occupied the dais. 
At the other end of the room a sort of balcony had been fixed to the 
wall; it could be reached by a ladder with a cord for a railing, and 
was reserved for distinguished guests at theatrical functions, and for 
the film projector at other times. The floor was beaten earth, and 
some tiles were missing in the roof so that the sunbeams came 
through, or the rain, or the snow. 

On the dais we had set up the table for the chairman, with a dozen 
chairs in a semicircle behind it, and a smaller table for the speakers, 
both covered with the tricolour of the Spanish Republic in calico. 
The meeting was to start at three in the afternoon and we had 
arranged that the speakers should first have a meal at my house. 
Some of the village lads went to the edge of the gully and lined up at 
the side of the road to warn us of the coming of the car. At noon the 
pair of Civil Guards arrived and took up their posts outside the ball- 
room door. They loaded their carbines with ostentatious care. 

‘‘Are you going to kill us, then?” an elderly woman asked with a 
smile. 

The Corporal gave no answer, but looked at the woman out of 
lack-lustre eyes. A few of the men went at once to Eliseo’s and told 
me of the incident. 

“You can’t imagine what his eyes were like when he looked at the 
poor woman. Do you think there will be trouble? ” 

Eliseo brought a pistol out of his house and stuck it under his belt, 
in the pouch of his blouse. 

The car arrived at half-past twelve and was received by the cheers 
of hundreds of people. Heliodoro must have hated it. I had to shut 
the doors of my house to prevent an invasion. 

The only one of the speakers who knew the village was the Socialist, 
a member of the Land Workers’ Union of Toledo. The three others 
were from Madrid. The Republican was a short little man who 
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looked like a natty clerk. He spoke slowly and with great emphasis, 
and was unable to say a single sentence without mentioning Azaha. 
The Anarchist was a young waiter, bright and agile, who seemed to 
be rehearsing for the meeting by indulging in a stream of words 
whenever he said anything. He found his match in the Communist, 
a young metal-worker who let loose a torrent of phrases sprinkled 
with quotations from Marx and Lenin. The four of them were a little 
nervous. 

“Now tell me what the people in this place are like,’’ said the 
Communist. 

“Just as in all the other villages. They’re above all interested in the 
land and the school.” 

“That’s one of the things the Party will do first — ^we’re going to 
organize the Komsomols — I mean, the Kolkhoses — ^in Spain as 
they’ve done in Russia, with model farms and cattle and splendid 
dairies. In the Ukraine ” 

I cut him short: “ Listen, it seems to me that you won’t establish 
any dairies here, not even with goats. There are no more than two 
cows in the whole village, and I don’t think they’ve ever seen a 
pasture in their lives ! ” 

“ Well, what have they got here? ” 

“Excellent orchards, corn land, and a cacique who owns half the 
village.” 

“All right, we’ll liquidate him.” He said it as simply as if he had 
destined a chicken for the oven. 

“Democracy’s what we need, democracy and tolerance — a lot of 
tolerance,” said the Republican. “Don Manuel” — ^Azaha — “is 
right. Don Manuel said to me one day: 'Those Spanish villages, 
those rotten boroughs, need schools, friend Martinez, schools and 
bread, and the elimination of their parasites’.” 

“Don’t kid yourselves, we Spaniards are all Anarchists at heart. 
We can’t make do here with Socialism or Communism, and you” — 
the Anarchist addressed the Republican — “have nothing to lose 
here. What we need is a new society with the corner-stones ” 

“Hear, hear! But first, I don’t want to have to listen to your 
speeches twice over, secondly, let’s leave our dirty linen at home, and 
thirdly, we’re going to eat now,” I said. I was not happy about the 
meeting, particularly when the conversation at table followed the 
same channels. 

When we entered the platform from the side-door, we saw before 
us a moving carpet of heads and a splash of modey gay colour in the 
background. They had put the women in the “boxes” as a pre- 
caution, and their garish kerchiefs and blouses shone out. The men. 
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were standing; outside the entrance there were over two hundred 
people who had not found room in the ballroom. The doors stood 
wide open so that they should hear the speeches, and the men jostled 
each other and stretched their necks to see, 

Teodomiro, the Mayor, a creature of Heliodoro’s, was sitting on 
one of the chairs behind the presidential table. 

Well, well, what are you doing here? ” I asked him. 

I represent the authorities.” 

There was nothing to be said against this. I opened the meeting. 
The Communist, as the youngest of the four speakers, took the first 
turn. He started by explaining the assets of a Popular Front. He 
spoke rather well, with a certain nervousness and big gestures, but 
with fluency and conviction. The public, well disposed in advance, 
lapped up his words and interrupted him from time to time with 
applause. Then he touched on the subject of the Asturian rising. 

“ . . . one of the great aims of this alliance of the Left is to free our 
prisoners. We all have a prisoner to set free, a murder to avenge. In 
the name of those who were assassinated at Oviedo . . 

Applause interrupted him. The Mayor rose, waving his hands, 
then banged his fist on the table. 

“Silence, silence!” A surprised silence feU. What was that fellow 
going to say? Teodomiro turned to the Communist: “ If you mention 
Asturias once more, I’ll suspend the meeting. I represent the 
authorities here.” 

I told the speaker in a whisper to limit himself to propaganda for 
the elections and to leave out Asturias, since this was better than to 
lose the meeting. But Teodomiro clearly had his instructions; he 
interrupted the speaker at every sentence after that. In the end the 
young man was thrown out of his stride. The Republican leant over 
to me. 

“ Let me deal with this. Fm an old fox.” 

I told the boy to come to an end in the best possible manner, and 
then Azana’s little man faced the public. 

“I wanted to speak to you and explain my personal opinions, 
which in very many points coincide with those of my friend, the 
previous speaker. But we must respect the authorities as represented 
by our friend the Mayor, and as I don’t wish him to interpret my 
words in an adverse way, I will speak to you in the words of Don 
Manuel Azana, words which he pronounced at the public meeting of 
Comillas and to repeat which I do not believe his Worship the Mayor 
will refuse me the right.” 

“Quite so, quite so,” said Teodomiro. 

“Well then, at Comillas Don Manuel said . . and the little man, 
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who must have had a fabulous memory, recited entire passages of the 
famous speech which had moved the whole of Spain, passages which 
denounced the policy of the Church, the oppression of Asturias, the 
tortures inflicted on political prisoners, the scandals of racketeering 
and corruption, the deeds of violence committed by Falange. The 
public roared applause and hardly let him finish. Teodomiro was 
purple in the face and took council with the Corporal. The Corporal 
shook his head. There was nothing to be done. 

The Socialist followed, and he had learned his lesson. Slily he 
asked Teodomiro: 

I suppose youVe nothing against my quoting words of Largo 
Caballero?” 

The struggle was won. The Socialist and the Anarchist spoke, and 
the public was delirious, just as much because “their” speakers had 
scored a victory over the powers-that-be and had carried through the 
meeting, as because of what they said. Everyone felt that this was less 
a defeat of the Mayor’s little game than of his boss, Heliodoro, and of 
the Corporal of the Civil Guard. 

When, at the end of the meeting, some people started singing the 
Internationale, I rose. 

“ I’ll only say a few words to conclude this meeting. You saw what 
happened, and I suppose you also saw what might have happened. 
If you want all this to finish well, go out slowly, don’t sing, don’t 
shout in the street, don’t stand about in groups — ^go home, or 
wherever you want to go, but don’t give any occasion for trouble.” 

“Do you mean to insinuate that I’ve come here to put my foot in it 
and provoke something?” grunted Teodomiro. 

“Oh, no, you’ve come here to represent the authorities and to 
avoid disturbances. There haven’t been any disturbances during the 
meeting,' thanks to you, and now I don’t want any to arise in the 
street. Let him who hath ears . . .” 

The meeting of Noves became famous in the region, and meetings 
were held in all the little villages around. The Popular Front found 
ample ground between Santa Cruz de Retamar and Torrijos. 

But what happened in Noves on a small scale, happened through- 
out Spain, not always with the same turn of events. During the period 
known as the Two Black Years, the parties of the Right had en- 
trenched themselves in the countryside and now they spared neither 
coercion nor promises nor gifts. Their efforts were particularly hectic 
in the cities, A giant poster showing Gil Robles addressing the multi- 
tude covered the whole front of a big house in the Puerta del Sol. So 
as to sow confusion among the members of the Anarchist trade 
unions, they published posters against the Communists, signed with 

63 



the initials G.N.D.T., very similar to the Anarchist ‘‘G.N.T.” 
Gardinal Goma, Primate of Spain, issued a declaration in which he 
claimed that the Pope himself had asked him to appeal to the 
Spanish Gatholics so that they should give their votes to the parties 
defending the Faitli. Inmates of charitable institutions, cloistered 
nuns and the servants of big houses were taken to the ballot-box in 
groups. In the working-class districts the offers of payment for each 
vote in favour of the Right rose to fifty pesetas. 

The elections of February the i6th were a victory of the Popular 
Front. The Ghamber met with 265 Deputies of the Left, 64 of the 
Gentre, and 144 of the Right. 

The highest number of votes had fallen to Julian Besteiro, who was 
not a professional politician and whose theories were not shared by a 
great many workers, but who seemed to embody the longing of the 
Spanish people for culture, decency, and progressive social develop- 
ment. 

When the high tide of enthusiasm had passed, the mass of voters 
went home. The politicians resumed their fight for power. The 
Popular Front began to disintegrate after the first session of the 
Gortes. It appeared as though the voice of the people had not been 
heard. 

Noves underwent a change. The public offices were given to the 
people who had the best contact with the Popular Front Deputy for 
Torrijos. But the men who met at Eliseo’s had played out their role 
as soon as they had voted, and Heliodoro brought the full weight of 
his economic power to bear upon the new administrators. There was 
no more work than before for the men who waited sitting on the 
stone wall along the road. ‘‘ It will come very soon now, you’ll see,” 
said Old Juan. “You won’t change things without trouble.” 

A fortnight after the elections I moved my family back to Madrid. 


V. LINING UP 

I had found a large and inexpensive fiat in the Galle del Ave 
Maria, a street hardly more than three hundred yards from the 
Puerta del Sol, yet belonging to the oldest working-class quarter 
of the city. I liked it because it was near the centre and my 
place of work. But it had another attraction for me. It was one of the 
streets which led to El Avapies, the quarter which had dominated my 
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boyhood. My mother had lived three streets further down. My old 
school, the Escuela Pia, was so near that I could hear its clock 
striking the hours at night. Each street and each corner held a mem- 
ory for me, and there were still old friends of mine living in the 
shabby tenement houses. 

Aurelia, my wife, went there reluctantly. She admitted that the 
fiat had the advantage of size, important enough for the four chil- 
dren, but all the other tenants were merely workers, and she con- 
sidered ourselves as belonging to a higher social category, too'^good 
for such surroundings. 

I suppose what I wanted was to get back to my own roots. 

It was on the very morning when the lorry with our furniture 
arrived that Angel and I met. 

The men who had come with the lorry began to unload and carry 
things upstairs. One of them was different from the four others who 
were big, heavy, sluggish porters. He was in the middle forties, short 
and very wide across the shoulders, his round face mobile like a 
monkey’s. He worked harder than anyone else, smiling all the time 
and showing two rows of tobacco-blackened teeth. He drove the 
others on, pushed each piece of furniture into its exact place, made 
faces at the children or told a funny story to enliven his work, and 
bounded indefatigably to and fro. 

When everything had been moved in I gave a twenty-five-peseta 
note to the driver, to be distributed among the five. When the little 
man bounced up to him and asked for his duro, the driver stared. 

«« Why the devil should I give you a duro? ” 

‘‘What d’you think? I’ve woi'ked for it like the others.” 

“And who asked you to work? If the gentleman called you in he’ll 
pay you himself.” 

“ I thought he was one of your men,” I said. 

‘‘ Oh no, sir, we thought he belonged to you.” 

“Now look- — I’ll explain. But can I have a fag?” I gave him a 
cigarette. He lit it, very much at his ease, and said: ‘T’m Angel, you 
see. They call me Angelito hereabouts. I’ve got nothing to smoke and 
I’m out of work — ^and it’s not because I don’t want to work but 
because there just isn’t any. I saw the car with the furniture and said 
to myself: ‘Let’s lend a hand. We’ll get something out of it, even if 
it’s no more than a glass of wine.’ Now, if you people don’t want to 
shell out a bean, that’s just bad luck for me. I won’t ask anything of 
the gentleman, because it’s you whom I’ve saved a lot of work, and 
so it’s you who ought to pay me. But if you won’t, never mind. 
Salud!^^ 

He spat on the pavement and stalked away composedly. 
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I called him back. 

“ Don’t go olf like that. It’s true that you might have asked before- 
hand. But we’ll find something for you.” 

The lorry drove off and I felt like a drink, so I invited Angel to 
the bar in the ground-floor of the house. In the doorway he asked 
me: 

“ Do you like wine? ” 

‘‘Indeed I do.” 

“Then let’s go to the tavern at Number Eleven, they’ve got a 
white wine that’s good. I mean, if it’s all the same to you. Because in 
this bar they ask forty centimos for a glass of beer, and for the same 
money I can drink four glasses of wine, the same size, over there. And 
I’ll tell you something, I’ve been hungry for a glass of wine for 
months!” 

We went to the tavern, I gave Angel his duro, and he told me his 
story. 

He lived in the next street, the Calle de Jesds y Marfa, as a con- 
cierge in a poor tenement house; he was married, but luckily he had 
no children; he had started as an errand boy in a chemist’s shop, 
become a helper in the laboratoiy, and ended as an employee in one 
of the big pharmaceutical stores. 

“And then, two years ago, I had words with one of the bosses, 
because I told him I had no intention of going to Mass. So they 
chucked me out. And I’ve been out of work ever since.” 

“ Because you didn’t go to Mass? ” 

“That’s what I’m telling you. After Asturias they went and set up 
the Sacred Heart, with its little altar and aU, in the middle of our 
store. And they told us we had to be there with a burning candle at 
the Feast of Consecration. They turned eight of us out into the street. 
Then, when I was applying for another job, those dirty swine wrote 
a letter saying quite simply that they had had to dismiss me because 
of Asturias. What had happened W2is that at the time when the fight 
was on in Asturias, our Trade Union told us not to go to work, and so 
I stayed at home two days. I’m only sorry because of my wife, she’s 
had a thin time of it. Now I want to send her to her own people, 
they’re quite well off and have got a farm in the province of Burgos. 
And I’ll take the firm’s Asturiam certificate, and they’ll have to take 
me on again and pay my arrears.” 

It was one of the Popular Front projects to enforce the re-engage- 
ment of staff dismissed during the reprisals for October 1934. 

On the following day Angel turned up at my new flat. “ I’ve come 
because, what with the moving-in, you’ll be needing a lot of things 
here in your flat. I can install the light for you, paint the rooms, go 
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shopping, or take the children for a walk. I’ve taken a fancy to your 
family.” 

For a few weeks Angel spent his time tearing layers of old paper 
from the walls, filling holes with plaster and painting the rooms. He 
continued to come when everything was in order; he helped in the 
house, and took the children for walks in the Retiro in the evenings. 
I liked him and he gave me the affection of a privileged family valet. 
He was the classical Madrileho, bred in the streets, cocky, carefree, 
and alert as a bird, always merry and very shrewd. In a few weeks’ 
time he belonged to the circle that met every night in Emiliano’s bar 
downstairs. 

And so did I. For I could not take friends into the chilly emptiness 
of my so-called home life, and I did not want to stay there in irrita- 
tion and isolation, or in empty disputes. Nor did I want to go out 
with Maria every night. But I needed to be with people who would 
make no demands on me, when I had finished with the complicated, 
often repellent and often disturbing operations of my day’s work. 

Every night after supper Rafael came to fetch me and we went 
down to Emiliano’s bar to drink our coffee. There we met Funi-Funi. 
He had been at school with Rafael, and I had known him since I was 
a boy. He had been given his nickname at school because he first 
sniffed — “fnn-fnn” — ^and then sneezed every time he lifted his head 
and sniffed after every second word when he talked. His nose was a 
tiny, soft blob with two holes stuck on to his round face, and he could 
not breathe through it properly. He was very short-sighted and wore 
big, round glasses; his optician had had to figure out a new kind of 
bridge for them, because otherwise they would never have stayed on. 
The moustache above his broad lips rose in rough bristles like a porcu- 
pine’s quills, and the whole looked rather like the moon-shaped face, 
fringed with spikes, of some grotesque fish. 

*Funi-Funi lived close by and used to come to the bar to have a 
political discussion with Manolo, our concierge’s young son. Fufii was 
an Anarfchist intellectual, imbued with political theory and abstract 
philosophy; Manolo was a skilled mechanic with communist sym- 
pathies, who swallowed every book on Marxism that fell into his 
hands. Rafael and I used to sit down with them, and Angel would 
join us. 

For seyeral nights Angel sat listening to the conversation with 
strained attention, losing the thread between names and quotations 
which meant nothing to him. From time to time he interrupted 
Funi. 

“Who’s the bloke you’re just talking about? ” 

Funi-Funi would explain about Kant, or Engels, or Marx, or 
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Bakunin, and Angel would make odd faces while he listened. Then 
one night he hit the table with his flat hand and said: 

‘‘Now it’s my turn. All those things you’ve been talking about day 
after day, and all those things you’ve just told us are just stories. I’m 
a socialist. All right. And I’ve never read that Marx or that Bakunin, 
and they don’t interest me a bit. I’m a socialist for the same reason 
that you're an anarchist and Manolo a communist. Because we’re fed 
up with things. There you go and get born into this world, and when 
you’re beginning to understand what’s what, you find that Father’s 
out of work, Mother with child, and the cooking-pot empty. Then 
they send you to school so that the Friars should give you food by 
way of charity, and as soon as you can, even before you’ve learnt to 
read, off with you to work like a man. You get four coppers from the 
master and nothing from your mates, but all the time it’s: ^Boy, 
bring me a glass of water.’ ‘Boy, take out those pails.’ ‘You’ll get a 
kick in the pants.’ And you get it too. Until you’re a grown man, and 
then you earn a duro. A measly five pesetas. So what happens? You 
get infatuated, you marry, you have children, and next thing, you’re 
out of work. Then your wife goes a-charing, the kids go to the Friars’ 
school to get free soup, and you can run round in circles in the streets 
and curse. Well, and that’s why I’m a socialist, because of all the 
ugly things yours obediently, Angel Garcia, has had to swallow in the 
forty-odd years of his life. And now I tell you — ^shut up about Baku- 
nin and Marx. U.H.P. ! Do you know what that stands for? Union of 
Brother Workers. Just like the people of Fuenteovejuna, all as one. 
That’s what counts. Because we don’t get anywhere with all that 
balderdash firom one side and the other, we just kick each other 
instead of getting together. And that’s why the others will thrash us !” 

Angel’s rhetorical fire and gesticulations had attracted the other 
customers and they pressed round our table. When he ended they 
cheered him, and from that evening on he was the most popular 
speaker in all the taverns of the quarter. There he would stand and 
hold forth: 

“What about the priests? Well, the priests can go and say their 
Mass and let anyone who wants it have his confession or extreme 
unction. I won’t say anything against that, because everyone is free 
to believe what he believes. But they shouldn’t get a centime from 
the State, and they should have to pay taxes on their business. So- 
and-so many Masses per year, so-and-so much income tax . . . 

“And the rich? I wouldn’t do away with the rich. If someone 
makes a lot of money because he’s smart, well let liim do what he 
damn well likes with it. But when he dies, then his money and his 
property go to the State. None of your inheritances, and none of your 
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wealthy young gentlemen doing nothing. And there’ll be limits to 
being rich. Beyond that limit not a centimo. Because in this business 
of the rich, it’s the money we’ve got to settle, not the men. If someone 
has got money let him spend it, or put it in a drawer, but there won’t 
be any more people living on dividends and interests. The State will 
have to look after their business and there’ll be an end to all that 
coupon-cutting. You understand me, something like what they’ve 
got in Russia. Over there, they give one of those Stakhanovites a 
hundred thousand roubles as a bonus, but he’s got to go on stakha- 
novizing, because they’ve no Treasury bonds or shares which bear 
interest there. Here, if they give someone a hundred thousand duros, 
he puts them in the bank, and starts on the high life, and chucks his 
hammer on the scrap heap. And that’s all wrong.” 

Angel treated me as though he were my henchman and wet-nurse 
at the same time. But he never knew how much moral support he 
gave me. The foolish and funny things he said when he was trying to 
brush away intellectual and political complications outside his ken 
were exhilarating, because behind them stood his sturdy loyalty and 
common sense, his belief that sooner or later all the working people 
would get together and settle their world sensibly and firmly. And he 
seemed irrepressible and indestructible. 

Most days, before I went home for supper, and coffee and discus- 
sion downstairs in the bar, I left my office together with Navarro, our 
draughtsman, and had a glass of wine with him at the tavern of the 
‘‘Portuguese”. There I looked at the melancholic, drowsy drunkard 
in the corner who was my old friend Pla, an ageing and hopeless bank 
clerk, and listened to Navarro’s problems, thinking of my own. 

Navarro had dreamed of becoming an artist when he was young, 
and had become a draughtsman in the Topographical Institute. His 
civil servant’s pay was pitiful, and in the afternoons he made com- 
mercial publicity drawings, or mechanical sketches to accompany 
our patents. He knew nothing about topography, publicity, or 
mechanics, but he had learnt how to make impeccably correct dlraw- 
ings, just as a shoemaker’s apprentice learns how to put nails into 
shoe-soles. His drawings were perfect in line, but they had to be 
checked very carefully because it meant nothing to him to have left 
out a wheel or a screw. 

He was married and had two sons, sixteen and twenty years old. 
His work permitted him to keep his household on a comfortable level 
and to let his sons study for a professional career. But he himself had 
become a money-making automaton. His wife ruled the house, and 
she was entirely under the influence of her Father Confessor, a 
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Jesuit, on the one side, and of her brother, a Captain in the Civil 
Guard, on the other. Between them, the three of them managed the 
house and the sons who had realized as young boys that their father 
was a nobody, while The Family, their family, was the mother’s, with 
an illustrious surname and a Captain Uncle who had fierce mous- 
taches and a post in the Ministry of the Interior. Both went to the 
Jesuit College in the Paseo de Areneros, and they represented 
Navarro’s gravest problem. 

'"I can’t think what to do with the boys, Barea. Their uncle has 
put them into that Falange thing, and now they go round with life 
preservers in their pockets, and provoke rows with students at the 
university. They egg them on at their school and send them to the 
university to make trouble. What should I do? ” 

I could speak frankly and even brutally to Navarro: 

‘‘To tell you the truth, Juanito, you’re simply not capable of 
doing the only thing which would solve the problem. And the worst 
of it is that it’s you who will pay the piper.” 

“ But what can I do, in God’s name? Tell me what I can do.” 

“Buy a strong stick, get hold of the Captain, the Father Confessor 
— and your wife — and tickle their ribs a bit. And then take the boys 
and deal with them.” 

“You’re a barbarian, and you wouldn’t dream of doing it your- 
self.” 

“All right, I’m a barbarian, and that’s exactly why I would not 
have got myself into that particular mess of yours. But you’re good, 
meek, and helpless.” 

“But I don’t want my boys to get mixed up in politics! Ever since 
their uncle came back from Villa Cisneros where they sent him for 
taking part in the August Revolt, he’s been filling their whole mind 
with stories about heroism and heroics. And they’ll be badly caught 
one day. But what can I do, Arturo, what can I do? ” 

His only consolation was to drink a glass of wine at the Portuguese’s 
and to see all the Walt Disney films shown in Madrid. As one of his 
few intimate friends, I saw him quite often in his home and came to 
know the atmosphere of absolute, freezing intolerance in which this 
modest and tolerant man had to live. His wife eternally quoted her 
brother or her Father Confessor: “ Pepe told me . . . Father Luis said 
we ought . , .” Navarro was haunted by a hopeless longing for a home 
where he could sit in his arm-chair in the midst of his family, with 
gaiety and warmth around him. 

He arrived at the office one morning with a deeply worried face 
and wanted to speak to me. 

A few days before, a tumultuous row had broken out between 
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Right and Left Wing students at the Central University. It had 
started with cuffs and blows as usual and had ended in shots: there 
had been one dead. Somebody had fired a pistol and a Republican 
student had been killed. During one of the following nights, Navarro 
had been working very late at home and had found himself without 
matches; he had looked for a box in the pockets of his elder son’s 
jacket and found a life-preserver made of a lump of lead tied with 
cord to a stick. The lead was stained with dried blood. In the morn- 
ing, just after the son had gone to College. The police had come to 
fetch him. He was hiding in his uncle’s house. 

Navarro was desperate: Of course, the police will find him sooner 
or later. Or, what’s worse, the others will have singled him out and 
they’ll get him as soon as they can. Because each group keeps a list 
of the ones who stand out on the other side.” 

“It’s just a youthful affair,” I said unconvincingly. 

“Youthful — stuff and nonsense. That’s the work of grown-up men. 
People like his uncle and the black frocks get the boys involved and 
use them as cannon-fodder so that they kill each other. I wonder if 
they won’t employ my Luis, though. If the Right wins, it’s on the 
cards that they will call in my Luis, and give him a living. And they’ll 
promote the Captain to Major and Father Luis to Canon. It’s I who 
have all the worries. His mother is in high spirits because of the boy’s 
feat, his uncle calls him a hero, and his little brother has brought me 
a letter from the Reverend Fathers saying that they lament what hap- 
pened — I don’t yet know what has happened — but that we must all 
be patient because it’s in the service of God and Spain. And here am 
I, his father, made a complete fool of! ” 

I was thinking that Navarro was unable to influence the course of 
his own life because he was shackled by his own character and his 
circumstances, and was just feeling an almost supercilious pity, when 
I caught myself up; was I not in a very similar state? Was anything 
achieved if one decided to submit to things as they were? Was it not 
better — ^perhaps — to rebel once and for all, and to know that it was 
one’s own fault if everything crashed? 

All the signs indicated that everything was going to crumble and 
crash. The country was drifting towards a catastrophe. Though the 
Right had lost seats in the Parliament, it had gained in the sense that 
all its supporters were now prepared to wage war on the Republic in 
every possible field. And they were in good positions to do so. The 
Right could count upon a great part of the Army officers, the clergy, 
home-grown and foreign capital, and the barefaced support of 
Germany. 

The Republican parties, in the meantime, were subject to the 
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pressure of the country which demanded that the reforms promised 
during the election should be put into force without further delay, 
and each of the parties exploited this demand to attack the others. 
Alcala Zamora had been deposed as President of the Republic, and 
Azaha had been appointed in his place; this robbed the Republic of 
one of its ablest constructive brains. The Basque Country and Cata- 
lonia increased the difficulties by their particular claims. The workers 
distrusted a Government in which there were no socialists of any 
shade whatsoever and which kept on temporizing. The debates in the 
Cortes were nothing but a m^lee in which the Right made the best 
use of the situation. Gil Robles, doubly defeated because his claims to 
Chieftainship had been so flamboyant and his electoral strategy so 
unsuccessful, disappeared as the leader of the Right, and Calvo 
Sotelo replaced him. 

As soon as the Government began the negotiations about the 
Statute of the Basque Countries, Galicia, Valencia, Old Castile, and 
Leon in their turn presented a claim to autonomy. When it came to 
the point of reinstating the workers and employees who had been 
dismissed from their posts after the October Rising in Asturias, some 
of the firms affected closed down, and others refused to take the men 
back. Angel had applied for his re-engagement; he was still out of 
work. Strikes broke out all over Spain and fantastic rumours were 
rampant. Everybody expected an insurrection of the Right. The 
workers were ready for a violent counter-move. 

In the higher civil service and in the judiciary, the obstruction 
was barely disguised. The young man who shot at the Socialist 
Jimenez de Asua was acquitted, although he had killed the detective 
who was guarding the Deputy; the acquittal was granted on the 
ground that he was mentally deficient and infantile— just a boy to 
whom his father, a high Army officer, used to give pistol ammunition 
“to melt down and make lead soldiers, because it kept the boy 
amused”. 

Day after day I stumbled on object lessons in my contacts with the 
Ministry of Labour and with our clients. 

When I was a child, the Puerta de Atocha was the easterly boun- 
dary of Madrid. Beyond it was only the terminus of the Saragossa 
and Alicante railway lines, and a few houses scattered in the hills. 
Sometimes, when my mother wanted to escape from the unbearable 
summer heat in our attic, she prepared a cold supper and we went 
down the Atocha valley, to lie in the grass and eat our supper in the 
open. It was a poor people’s outing. Dozens of workers’ families 
camped near us in the yellow grass. 
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At that time, the Basilica of Atocha, never to be finished, and the 
Ministry" of Public Works were under construction. The Madrid 
milkmen sent their goats to browse on the hillocks between the heaps 
of building material. My childish imagination was deeply impressed 
by the immense excavations, by the cemented foundations and the 
stone blocks straggling in the field, which were to become the new 
Ministry. Sculptures by Querol, destined for the frontispiece, were 
lying about half-unwrapped: gigantic horses’ legs, naked female 
bodies, all sawn into bits as though by a monstrous crime. 

The edifice cannot claim great artistic merit. It was planned 
around 1900, and is a huge bulk of mixed Doric, Roman, and 
Egyptian elements, striving to be monumental and succeeding 
merely in being disproportionate. But to my child’s eyes it was 
a cyclopic work which was to outlast centuries. 

In the ground floor of this building I passed a long stretch of my 
life. And I was to see the giant pillars of the entrance, which had 
loomed in my infancy, crash down in splinters, hit by a bomb. 

When the big building became the Ministry of Labour, the Patent 
Office was housed on its ground-floor. For fifteen years, I went nearly 
every day into those vast stone halls and glass-roofed office rooms. 

The fields in which I had eaten my supper and played thirty years 
before had been converted into pretentious modern streets. But fur- 
ther on, white stone blocks still littered the waste ground at the foot 
of the unfinished basilica’s ugly white-and-red tower, and women, 
tired from work as my mother had been, sat in the evenings on the 
benches of the dusty gardens. 

The chief of the Patent Office, with the title of Director-General, 
owed his post to a political appointment and changed with every 
Government. I had to deal with the three permanent officials, and to 
crowd all my business into the brief hours when they were available. 

Don Alejandro, Departmental Chief, was tall, scrawny, with glit- 
tering blue eyes, thin lips and nose. His impeccable dignity hid a 
clever trickery, ever ready to pull a fast one if it involved no risk. 

Don Fernando, Head of the Patents Department, was a merry, fat 
man with a pendulous belly, always harassed, always in a hurry, and 
always too late; he had a moon face and a savage appetite embittered 
by flatulence and hyper-acidity which he tried to drown in bicar- 
bonate. His favour was not for sale, but a case of champagne bottles 
softened him, a letter from a Deputy calling him “My dear friend” 
melted him. He had been young in a period when politicians 
appointed and dismissed the civil servants, when each change of 
Government meant a hundred posts suddenly vacant and quickly 
refilled. He had been bred in awe of politicians, and still felt it. 
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Don Pedro, Head of the Trade Marks Department, was a tiny, 
fragile man, with a little shaven head crowned by a toupee, rather 
like the cowlick of a naughty boy, and a gentle, womanish voice. He 
came of a wealthy family and was deeply religious, without vices 
great or small, methodical, meticulous, fastidious, the only man who 
came to the office in time and who never left before the end of office 
hours. He was incorruptible, and impervious to political pressure. 
Only a priest could ever make him change his mind, for a priest was 
infallible to him. 

I had to steer the interests of about a thousand clients past these 
three men. I had to remember that Don Alejandro admired the 
Germans and sent his sons to the German College, that Don Fer- 
nando kowtowed to Deputies and Don Pedro obeyed the Church. 
I could obtain astounding results by fencing cleverly with a few 
banknotes, an amiable letter from a German personage, an amiable 
letter from a politician, or an amiable letter from a prominent Father. 

And I knew from direct experience that the Patent Office was only 
a small sample of Spanish Administration. 

There had been the case of the representative of a foreign firm who 
had come specially to Madrid by air, to settle the account for aircraft 
engines supplied to the Spanish Army. The account amounted to a 
hundred thousand pesetas and had been endorsed by the Finance 
Ministry. Our client thought- he would only have to call and receive 
the money. I had to explain about the forms he would have to fill in 
so that the date for payment would be fixed — and that some of the 
money owed by the State to veterans of the Cuban War had not been 
paid because the date of payment had never been settled. I had then 
to indicate to whom a commission might be acceptable; the client 
left by the next passenger aircraft, carrying with him the money of 
his firm minus twenty thousand pesetas — ^five per cent commission. 

I worked out the reasons for, and the inferences from, this state of 
affairs in the long hours while I waited in the cool stone halls of the 
Ministry. A great many of the civil servants came from the middle 
class and remained in the middle class, trying to live up to an ideal of 
independence and ease which was not within the reach of their 
meagre salaries. They had felt the power of connections. They had 
found it easier to cede to pressure than to resist, easier to accept a tip 
than to wax indignant, because indignation meant the risk of transfer 
and banishment to an obscure provincial post. Or if they were inde- 
pendent, like Don Pedro, they were still bound to their education and 
class, doubly submissive to the moral rule of their spiritual advisers in 
this general hopeless corruption. 

How coizld these administrators have been other than opposed to 
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the Republic which threatened their benefactors and advisors, and 
their own precarious position in the machinery of the State? 

And on the other side there were the clients. 

There was Federico Martinez Arias. He was the manager of a 
rubber manufacturing company in Bilbao. He was an old client and 
on friendly terms with me. Of humble origin, he had worked himself 
up to a safe position in the society of Bilbao; he was the Consul of two 
Latin-American Republics. In Spain he had become wealthy, in 
America he would have reached the millionaire class. He used to 
have endless discussions with me on social and economic problems. 
He was greatly influenced by Taylor and Henry Ford, and mixed 
their ideas with a dose of Spanish feudalism. 

I belong to the school of thought which says that a worker must 
be well paid. In our factory we pay the best wages in the whole of 
Bilbao.’’ 

Beyond the pay, he wanted to organize and supervise the workers, 
giving them decent houses, decent cities, comfort, schools, culture, 
leisure, but all under the rule and control of the factory. 

“The workers have not the right qualities to do it for themselves. 
They are like children, you’ve got to lead them by the hand so that 
they don’t stumble. . . . The worker does not need more than a good 
house, good food, a bit of diversion, and the certainty that his living 
is safe.” 

“But in your opinion he must accept it and not start thinking and 
discussing.” 

“He doesn’t want to. Just look what Ford has done with his thou- 
sands and thousands of workers. What Trade Union has ever given 
them as much as Ford? Labour must be organized by the State. The 
worker is part of the State mechanism.” 

“ Goodness me, have you turned Nazi, Don Federico? ” 

“No, but I do admire the Germans. It’s a marvel what that man 
Hider has achieved. We want a man of his kind here in Spain.” 

But he was not a political fanatic, nor a religious one. He believed. 
He believed in the divine mission of the Leader as the head of the 
national family, a very Catholic and Spanish concept; he also be- 
lieved in the submission of the serfs. “Even if the Leader is wrong — 
what would become of an army if the soldiers were to start dis- 
cussion?” 

“If the soldiers could speak out, we might not get wars, Don 
Federico.” 

“ Certainly. And what would it lead to? Life is a struggle, even the 
grass blades bore through a stone so that they can grow. Read 
Nietzsche, Barea.” 
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‘‘ But you call yourself a Christian, Don Federico.’^ 

“I know, I know — ^pacifist blah. ‘Peace on earth* — yes, but 
remember what follows: ‘to men of good will’. You aren’t going to 
tell me, I hope, that those socialists and communists preaching red 
revolution are men of good will? ” 

Don Federico called on me at the office, and after talking over his 
outstanding affairs, he said suddenly; 

“ I’ve come to take you with me to Bilbao.” 

“What for?” I was not astonished, for our business often made 
it necessary to go to the other end of the country at a moment’s 
notice. 

“What for? To work for me. Get out of this hole. You’ll never get 
anywhere here. I offer you the post of attorney to the firm, at one 
thousand pesetas per month and a commission.” 

The offer was tempting. The salary was high as salaries go in 
Spain, the chances it opened were better. It would have meant sur- 
mounting the last barrier between me and an upper-class existence. 
Attorney to the Iberica in Bilbao would have meant being accepted 
into the society of Bilbao, one of the most powerful groups in Spain. 
It would have meant a prosperous future. It would have meant 
renouncing once and for all everything — everything, that is, of which 
I still had Utopian dreams! — and hadn’t I told myself I had to be a 
good bourgeois? 

I did not know then as I know now that this incident was a critical 
juncture in my whole life. It was nothing but the voice of my instinct 
which prevented me from accepting. 

“Don Federico, I’m afraid you can’t very well take me on. Do you 
know that I’m almost a Communist? ” 

He gaped. 

“Of all the absurd things I’ve heard in my life, this beats the lot. 
You a kind of Communist! Don’t talk nonsense. Pack your suitcase 
and come to Bilbao. I know you can’t do it to-morrow. Tell your 
chief he’s got to find someone in your place, I’ll leave you three 
months for it. And I’ll pay you your salary as from to-day so that you 
can arrange for the move comfortably. Don’t say anything now. I 
will write you an official letter as soon as I am in Bilbao, and you can 
answer then.” 

The letter came, a very formal business letter, and I answered it in 
the best business style. I did not accept. 

A few days later Don Federico’s great friend, Don Rafael Soroza, 
owner of an important dolomite deposit, came to the office. He patted 
me on the shoulder. 

“ So you’re coming to join us in Bilbao, eh? ” 
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"‘No, sir, I’m staying here.” 

“But, my dear fellow, you’re an idiot — ^forgive my frankness. Just 
in these days . . 

" " What about these days? ’ ’ 

“ In these days we need men like you.” 

He launched forth into politics and economics. While I listened, I 
remembered Don Alberto de Fonseca y Ontivares, the apothecary of 
Noves. The man before me represented a parallel case, with a differ- 
ent final twist. Soroza was in the late fifties, sturdy, expansive, and 
cheerful; but the later half of his life had been disturbed by business. 
He came of a patriarchal family from the Asturian mountains. 
Though his father had made him study law and follow the career of a 
lawyer, he had lived quiedy in his little village after his father’s 
death, farming his land. Then German prospectors arrived. 

Few people know with what meticulous thoroughness German 
agents investigated the soil and subsoil of Spain for some twenty 
years. And few know that there exist dozens of companies, appar- 
endy of genuine Spanish complexion, which serve as cover for the 
most powerful German concerns, often not so much to do business 
themselves as to prevent others from doing it. 

The Germans found dolomite in one of Don Rafael Soroza’s pro- 
perties, and tried the same game with him which they had played so 
successfully with the apothecary of Noves. But by pure accident the 
piece of land was already registered as a mining site, because it 
included an abandoned coal mine, and the rights were the property 
of Don Rafael’s family. The Germans set up a limited company, 
installed Don Rafael as its manager, and so Don Rafael began to 
earn money without knowing how he did it. Germany consumed 
shiploads of dolomite. 

“You just imagine the amount of magnesia consumed all over the 
world because of people’s digestion. The Germans buy ail the mag- 
nesia I am able to extract from the dolomite, and now they’re asking 
for greater quantities. It’s an excellent insulator, and they’re going 
to use it for refrigerators and for covering all the pipes in the ice 
factories. It’s better than asbestos. We must take out a patent.” 

Don Rafael registered innocuous patents which protected the 
rights to use magnesia as a non-conductor of heat. The Rheinische 
Stahlwerke, the I. G. Farbenindustrie, and Schering-Kahlbaum sent 
us patents protecting the extraction of magnesium from dolomite and 
its exploitation for mechanical purposes. German firms were busy 
investigating the use of magnesium and its alloys in internal com- 
bustion engines. The raw material was to come from Spain, and a 
ring of patents impeded its industrial exploitation. 
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When Don Rafael had ended his discourse, I told him: 

“ In short, you’ve turned Falangist.” 

“No, Barea, no. It’s something much bigger. I’m a member of the 
National Socialist Party. You know that my partners are Germans, 
and they’ve let me join, although I’m a foreigner. Now what do you 
say, Barea?” 

“That you’ve got yourself into a mess, Don Rafael.” 

“Nonsense, man. The Cause is making progress with giant strides. 
In one or two years’ time we’U have Fascism here, and then we’ll be a 
nation such as we ought to be. It won’t last more than a year as it is. 
Mark my words. . . . And now, tell me, when are you going to join 
Don Federico? He belongs to us too.” 

“ As a matter of fact. I’m staying in Madrid. The climate of Bilbao 
is bad for me, and I’m in a sound position here.” 

“I’m sorry to hear it. Well, you know your own business best.” 

I did not dare to tell him that I was a socialist as I had told Don 
Federico. He would have fainted. But what the devil had he to do 
with the Nazi Party? I could figure it out in the case of Rodriguez, 
Rodriguez who had spent his life in the German Embassy. But this 
Asturian gentleman-farmer? 

He supplied me with the answer himself when he called me to his 
Madrid office to decide on a few pending matters. 

“I’m leaving to-morrow, and wanted to settle these points with 
you before I go.” With childlike gaiety he added: “ I’ve got guests at 
home, you know.” 

“Are you going on a bear hunt? ” 

Bears are still to be found in the mountains where Don Rafael had 
his manor house. 

“Nothing of the kind. They’ve sent a few German lads to me. 
They’re on a research tour — ^geology, mines, topography — and some 
engineers are coming as well, I believe, to look round for a good 
airport site. It’s a pity we have the Republic, for, believe me, with 
the help of the Germans and with what we have ourselves, this could 
be a great country.” 

“ You have not done so badly, personally.” 

“ No. But that is how things are in the whole of Spain: we’re tread- 
ing wealth under our feet and don’t know it. Spain is the richest 
country in the world.” 

“Yes. And look how our people live ! ” 

“But why is it so, tell me, why? It’s the fault of that handful of 
demagogues who have become the masters of this country. Remem- 
ber what they did to Primo de Rivera and how they would not let 
him run things as he wanted to. But all this won’t last much longer. 
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We’re going to make an end of all those Freemasons, Commumsts 
and Jews, at a single stroke, Don Arturo — at a single stroke,” 

‘'But there aren’t enough Jews in Spain for your stroke, Don 
Rafael, unless someone invents them.” 

“We shall find them, Barea.” 


VI. THE SPARK 


D on Manuel Ayala had wired us to meet him on the airfield 
at Barajas. We were waiting for him, my chief and I. 

A Douglas used on the lines to Barcelona and to Paris 
stood out glaringly new between the old Fokkers. I went up 
to it and studied the fuselage. Something at the back of my mind 
made me uncomfortable and marred my pleasure. I did not know 
what, and it bothered me, because I had always been in love with 
aviation. I had to , rope for it. 

Whatever I knew of the theory of aerodynamics I owed to the 
Junkers v. Ford case, in which I had been acting for our client. It was 
some time now since the last Junkers and Heinkel patents had passed 
through my hands. I wondered what they were up to just now. 

When Captain Barberan in Morocco had taken me up into the air 
in his crate and when he spoke of his dream of a Transatlantic flight, 
it had been beautiful. 

I remembered the first flights I had ever seen, and my delight as a 
small boy. There was that long, exciting walk in the flat grounds of 
Getafe while I waited for the arrival of Vedrines, the first man to fly 
from Paris to Madrid. There were the three afternoons when I 
tramped through the fields to the Velodrome at Ciudad Lineal until 
the weather was fine enough and Domenjoz could show us what 
looping-the-loop was. 

I would have liked to fly in that Douglas to Barcelona high above 
the wild coast of Catalonia and the translucent water, and see the 
shimmering, shifting light of sun and clouds on range beyond range 
of distant mountains. 

I stopped and focused my troubled memory. 

It had happened in the ’twenties, when Junkers had built a four- 
engined aircraft to tour the world and bring home contracts for the 
big airlines planned just then by various countries. Junkers was our 
client. The Germans tried to obtain a commercial air base in Seville, 
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where the tower for the anchorage of the Zeppelin had been con- 
structed. Spain could be a key position in the network of communi- 
cations with America. There had been many and complicated moves 
in the game, and one of them was the law-suit between Junkers and 
Ford about the patent for aircraft with wings placed below the 
fuselage. 

My old chief and I had had to go to the airport of Getafe when the 
four-engined Junkers was due to arrive in Madrid on its propaganda 
tour. A solemn reception was planned and the King of Spain was to 
be there. When the monster arrived, a little after the scheduled time, 
the King and his aides-de-camp inspected it thoroughly; the King 
insisted on being taken up for a trial flight, and diplomatic engine 
trouble had to be evolved. But while the official formalities were still 
going on, a German scientist explained the features of the machine to 
several Spanish officers who had come with the possibiliiy of an army 
contract with Junkers in mind, and my chief and I went with them. 

The man had the title of doctor, but I never caught his name. He 
was small and thin and sandy-haired, with thick glasses riding on the 
bridge of a pendulous nose. His hands were enormous. I remembered 
having thought that they looked like the skinned hands of a big ape. 
When he moved his bony fingers, the articulations seemed to jump 
out of their sockets and to assume strange shapes. 

First he folded those hands on his back, behind the heavy tails of 
his coat, and led us through the cabin where the luxurious arm-chairs 
for the passengers were lined up. Then he took us through tunnel-like 
passages which ended in the engine-rooms, and finally we came to 
the pilots’ compartment, separated from the passengers’ cabin by a 
sliding door. 

The pilots’ compartment was shaped like an elongated hemi- 
sphere, corresponding to the curved part of the aircraft’s nose. Its 
outer wall consisted of a duraluminium frame and glass panels. The 
seats of the two pilots were raised in the centre of the half-globe, as 
though suspended in mid-air, and commanded a free field of vision 
in almost all directions. 

Here the little doctor freed his hands and began to explain in 
Spanish: 

“Now that you have seen the machine” — he stopped all praise by 
weaving tliose bony fingers in the air — “I will show you something 
more interesting.” 

With surprising agility he bounded along the curved glass floor 
and began to unscrew some of the cylindrical rivets placed where the 
duraluminium bars crossed. Hollowed sockets with a screw thread 
appeared underneath. 
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As you see, it suffices to unscrew the rivets to uncover the threaded 
socket into which you can screw the legs of a machine-gun in a few 
moments — these — and these — are for the machine-gunner’s seat. 
You take away this glass panel here, and the barrel of the machine- 
gun is adjusted so that it protrudes. Here on both sides — ^here — and 
here — there is room for two more machine-guns, so that the aero- 
plane is protected and equipped to attack another aeroplane. And 
now come with me, gentlemen.” 

He ran in front of us with small, bouncing steps to the passengers’ 
cabin. There he showed us how the legs of the arm-chairs were 
screwed to the floor. 

“They can be taken off in two minutes, and this room is empty. 
Into these sockets you screw equipment for airborne troops and if 
necessary for bomb storage and releasing gear. Here are the trap- 
doors Now I will show you where the bombs are to be installed.” 

Underneath the huge wings he unscrewed other mock-rivets and 
demonstrated the sockets which were to receive the bomb-racks. He 
bounded on his toes and his bony fingers danced while he gloatingly 
repeated the procedure: 

“Here — ^you see — and here! Now what do you think of it? In a 
single hour we can transform the planes of a commercial airport 
somewhere in Germany, say in Berlin, and come to bomb Madrid. 
Ten hours after the declaration of war w^e can bomb the enemy’s 
capital. And if it is we who declare war, five minutes after the 
declaration. Ja, ja, this is Versailles ! ” 

The old and famous balloon pilot who was with us and whom I 
knew well turned to me and muttered: 

“That fellow is as loathsome as a spider. One feels like squashing 
him underfoot.” 

I had been very glad at the time that the Spanish Army contracts 
for bomber aircraft did not go to Junkers, in spite of the enticing 
demonstration the cadaverous doctor had given the staff officers. 

I had managed not to think of the incident too often since then. 
But it had changed my views on the future of aviation. It had 
poisoned my pleasure in flying. It was bothering me just now. There 
had been Abyssinia. There was Hitler. It was so easy to drop bombs 
on defenceless towns: you took the rivets off the sockets and fixed the 
machine-guns and bombing-gear. 

I was getting morbid, I told myself. This Douglas with its sober 
English conafort was nothing but a luxury vehicle to make flying a 
pleasure. 


The plane from Seville circled and made its landing. We went to 
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meet our client. He was not alone, and I did not recognize his com- 
panion. A funny pair they made, plodding across the field. 

Don Manuel Ayala was short and squat, in the middle seventies, 
desiccated and burnt by the sun, a sharply pointed nose in the 
wrinkled, furrowed face, bright mouse eyes behind old-fashioned, 
gold-rimmed glasses fastened to his lapel with a black silk cord, a 
white, tobacco-stained moustache drooping over his small and very 
thin mouth. The man with him was old, heavy, and uncouth. I 
thought he was big until I realized that only his extremities were big: 
hands and feet so huge as to be shapeless, and a large head lolling on 
disproportionately wide shoulders. He had a coarse peasant face, 
clean-shaven, but blue-black from the roots of the hair. What made 
him look comic was his suit. It was as though a giant had been ill in 
hospital, lost half his weight, and now came out into the street for the 
first time in his old clothes. They hung loosely on him, as on coat- 
hangers. But he walked with sure, firm steps. 

Then I recognized him. I had never seen him out of his clerical 
garb before. He was our client’s brother, the Jesuit — Father Ayala. 

Whenever Don Manuel Ayala had come to Madrid, he had asked 
me to accompany him. He had lived seventy years of his life cloistered 
in a small village in the province of Huelva and never gone further 
than on a sporadic visit to Seville. He administered the landed pro- 
perty he had inherited from his father and sold its produce, but 
otherwise he led the life of a recluse. He grew exquisite wines which 
were treated with tare, and in his old age he suddenly decided to 
launch them on the market. Somebody gave him an introduction to 
our firm, and we provided a set of trade-marks, labels, and model 
bottles for his wines and cognacs. He was merry and loquacious, 
easy-going and a little cynical about himself. He considered his wish 
to become a famous wine-grower as the sudden whim of old age, but 
was resolved to indulge it, just as he suddenly took to air travel when 
he came to Madrid. 

“At my age one is no longer afraid of anything. Why shouldn’t I 
give myself the pleasure? I’m only sorry to be so old just when all 
these new things are turning up.” 

He felt awe and pride for his brother, the Jesuit, who was so holy 
and so important that nothing might be said about him. In 1930, the 
year before the coming of the Republic, he had taken me along for the 
first time when he went to see his brother at the Jesuit Residence in 
the Calle de Cedaceros. I had found Father Ayala repulsive. He was 
dirty and greasy, his habit slovenly, his huge, stiff-soled boots never 
cleaned, the nails of his splay fingers edged with black. I had no 
glimpse of his mind, but I knew the strength of the man. At that 
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time, the threads he held in his fingers led to the Royal Palace, to the 
Cortes, to aristocratic salons, and to officers’ rooms in important 
garrisons. But he never appeared in public. I knew he now lived in 
civilian clothes in a Seville tenement house together with two other 
Jesuits. Why did he suddenly accompany his brother on this trip to 
Madrid, by air, unexpectedly? What new spider’s web was he 
weaving? 

Father Ayala left us when we reached our office and Don Manuel 
apologized for him; ‘‘The poor man is very worried about what is 
going to happen.” 

He went on explaining while the lift took us upstairs. 

“You know, wffien the Republic dissolved the Order, my brother 
went to Seville and took a tiny little flat with two others. They’re still 
living there, a communal life. There are hundreds like them in 
Spain. Of course, quite a lot left the country, but gradually they’ve 
been coming back. Now things are going to change, and their place 
is here, don’t you see? ” 

When we had finished our business talk, Don Manuel invited me 
to have lunch with him, “because my brother has abandoned me 
and you know^ the best corners”. 

The old man was deeply religious; he lived a bachelor’s life and 
had hardly had any contact with women. But he had a weakness for 
good food and good wine. When we were installed in one of those 
“ corners ” he liked, Don Manuel asked me: 

“Now tell me how things are going in Madrid, politically.” 

“As far as I am concerned, I’m very pessimistic. The Left groups 
are quarrelling with each other, and the Right is out to ruin the 
Republic. And now some idiot has had the idea of making Azaha 
President and so immobilizing a man — ^perhaps the only man — ^who 
might have been able to govern the country in its present state.” 

“Yes, yes, and that’s a great advantage for us. Believe me. Largo 
Caballero and Prieto and all those people aren’t important. The only 
dangerous man is Azana. Azaha hates the Church and he’s the man 
who’s done us most harm. Now his teeth are drawn. Otherwise it 
would have been necessary to eliminate him before doing anything.” 

“Caramba, Don Manuel, that’s a side to you I’d never suspected 
— that you should think of killing anyone! ” 

“ Not I, no, I can’t kill a fly myself. But I must admit that certain 
things may be necessary. That man is the ruin of Spain.” 

“ The ruin of your Spain, you mean.” 

“Man alive, of yours as well. Because you’re not going to tell me 
you’re on the side of that Communist rabble ! ” 

“Perhaps not. But certainly not on the side of the Falangists. Now 
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look, Don Manuel, I don’t believe in the Monarchy. I’m for the 
Republic with my whole heart.” 

^'Psh, I don’t care about Monarchies or Republics. There you 
have Portugal with an ideal Republic. An intelligent man at the top, 
the Church respected and in the place that’s due to Her — that’s what 
Hike.” 

“You talk as if you were your brother.” 

“If you only could hear my brother! And I agree with him. Com- 
munism! Do you know that the Society of Jesus solved the social 
question centuries ago? Read history, my dear fellow, just read it. 
Then you’ll see what the missions in America did, particularly the 
one in Paraguay. The Society administered the country and no-one 
went hungry. No-one, get that straight. The Indians have never been 
so happy as they were then. When one of them needed a blanket, he 
got it, as a gift, not for sale. The Fathers even found them wives, if 
necessary. They needed no money. It was a paradise, and a model 
administration. ’ ’ 

“And a mine of wealth for the Holy Fathers, I presume.” 

“Now don’t be a demagogue. You know that the Society is strictly 
poor.” 

“You won’t deny that it had influence, and still has it.” 

“ I won’t deny anything. But neither can you deny that the Society 
had many enemies and that the poor fellows must have means of 
defence.” He stopped and thought. “If only they had done as my 
brother told them in time . . . but they wouldn’t listen. When Don 
Alfonso said he would go, and make way for the Republic, my 
brother advised against it. With a few regiments everything could 
have been settled in a couple of days. Well, you saw what happened.” 

“ I know your brother has excellent contacts.” 

“ Oh no, no, the poor man never left the Residence except for a 
little walk. But the Holy Fathers consulted him, because — although 
it’s not for me as his brother to say so — he’s a great person. But 
always his simple self. You have met him after all. Don’t you agree? ” 

It was true. Father Ayala had never changed. There were others of 
his Order to be men of the world. He had shown his uncouth con- 
tempt and guarded his power. I told Don Manuel that I agreed. 
Mellowed by the meal, he expanded. 

“ Good times are just round the corner, Barea. Nearer than you 
think. Now we have the means, and we have the leader. This Calvo 
Sotelo is a great man. He’s the man of the Spain of the future — of 
the very near future.” 

“You don’t think we shall get another military rising as in 1932? 
Or do you?” 
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“And why not? It’s a patriotic duty. Rather than get Communism 
we have to man the barricades. But it won’t be necessary. The whole 
nation is with us, and all the muck will be swept away at a single 
stroke. Maybe not even that will be necessary. Calvo Sotelo will 
become the Salazar of Spain.” 

“Yes, most people seem convinced that it will come to an explo- 
sion overnight. But if the Right take to the street, I think there’ll be 
few of them left to tell the tale. The country is not with them, Don 
Manuel.” 

“If you call that mob ‘the country’, no. But we have the Army 
and the middle class, the two live forces of the country. And Azafia 
will not get rid of that with a laugh, as he did in August 1 932.” 

“Then, according to you, Don Manuel, we shall have a paternal 
Government, Paraguayan or Portuguese style, in August 1936?” 

“ If God grants it, Barea. And He will.” 

We finished the lunch pleasantly joking, for neither of us wanted 
to go further in showing his thoughts to the other. I never saw either 
of the two brothers again. 

On Monday I sent my eldest daughter on a holiday to the moun- 
tains with Lucila, Angel’s wife, who was going to stay on her family’s 
farm near Burgos, while her husband was still out of work. 

It was the 13th of July 1936. When I had seen them off, I went 
directly to the Ministry with my brief-case. 

The rooms of the Patent Office stood empty. A crowd of people 
clustered round the door to Don Pedro’s office. I saw Don Pedro 
himself gesticulating and vociferating behind his desk, his eyes filled 
with tears. I asked one of the employees: 

“ What the devil is going on here? ” 

“ Good Lord, don’t you know? They’ve killed Galvo Sotelo ! ” 

Many of the staff belonged to the Right, particularly four or five 
typists, daughters of “good families”, and a far larger group of sons 
of similarly good families, some of whom were members of Falange. 
Now they were standing round Don Pedro’s desk, making a sort of 
chorus to his outcries at the assassination of the political leader. 

“It’s a crime against God! Such a man, so clever, so good, 

such a Christian, such a gentleman, killed like a mad dog ” he 

moaned. 

“We’ll settle the account. They’ll have little time to rejoice. Now 
the only thing we can do is to go out into the street.” Thus the 
response of the chorus. 

“No, no, for God’s sake, no more bloodshed — ^it is not Christian. 
But God will punish the evildoers.” 
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“God will do it? Well then, well lend God a helping hand,” 
replied a very young man. 

I went away. There was no work to be done in the Patent Register 
that day. 

The news had caught me by surprise, as it had caught the whole 
town. Yet it was obvious that the killing of Galvo Sotelo was the 
answer to the killing of Lieutenant Castillo of the Republican Shock 
Police. The only question was whether it would prove to be the fuse 
which would light the powder keg. And my daughter in the train to 
Burgos! If I had known in time, I would have stopped the journey. 
Though she might be better off in a small hill village than in Madrid 
once tilings started to happen. But — small village? I had seen what 
could happen in Noves. And the only thing I knew about Lucila’s 
family was that they were well off and considered important people 
in their village, which was not exactly a guarantee of safety if the 
countryside was in an uproar. I walked on to the Glorieta de Atocha, 
not knowing what to do. 

The wide expanse of the square was like an ant-heap, not because 
of the assassination of Galvo Sotelo, but because of the preparations 
for Saint John’s Fair, the Verbena de San Judn. The foundations for the 
hundred and one amusements of the Fair were set up on the paving 
stones. There were the simple wooden frames for the canvas walls of 
the junk stalls, there was the circle of steel rails for the merry-go- 
round. A row of men clinging to a cable slowly raised a tall pole from 
which flapped a circular canvas. Two mechanics streaked with grease 
adjusted and hammered the pieces of an old steam-engine. The men 
were in vests, with bare arms, and sweated profusely in the July sun. 
Peeling and flaking pieces of bedaubed wooden horses were piled up 
in a heap. Smoke rose from the minute chimneys of the caravans of 
the fair-people. And the female tight-rope walker was walking 
around with drooping breasts, her armpits sweaty, looking after the 
food and helping out the artists who had turned themselves into 
carpenters. Wagons and lorries unloaded packing-cases and indefln- 
able, bulky objects. The children and the onlookers contemplated 
the assembling of the stalls with ecstatic attention. 

Madrid was preparing for its amusement. Who thought of Galvo 
Sotelo? 

I was wrong. Nobody failed to realize the significance of his death. 
The people of Madrid felt the fear of soldiers about to depart for the 
front. Nobody knew when and where the attack was to begin, but 
everybody knew that the hour had come. While the fair-people were 
setting up the merry-go-rounds, the Government had proclaimed a 
“state of alert”. The Building Trade Union of the C.N.T. declared 
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itself on strike, and some of the U.G.T. members, who wanted to go 
on working, were assaulted. The Government shut down all centres 
of the Right Wing groups, without distinction, and arrested hun- 
dreds of their people. It also closed the Ateneos Libertarios, the local 
centres of the Anarchists, and arrested hundreds of their members. It 
was clear that they intended to avert the conflagration. 

In the Galle de Atocha, I met my Communist friend, Antonio, 
with four others. 

“Where are you going? ” 

“We’re on sentry duty.” 

“Don’t be stupid. They’ll only arrest you. Anybody can see a mile 
off that you’re out on business. Your friend there couldn’t show more 
clearly that he’s carrying a pistol if he tried.” 

“But we’ve got to be in the streets to see what’s going on. We must 
protect our branch!” The local branch of the Communist Party, of 
which Antonio was secretary, had its office near by. “And we don’t 
even know whether the police aren’t going to close it down. Of course 
we’ve cleared all our people out of the office.” 

“What you should do is set up a stall at the Fair.” 

Antonio gasped: “This isn’t a joke, you know.” 

“No, it certainly isn’t a joke. I mean it. It’s quite simple. Go and 
buy a few toys in a store, at once, now, get hold of a few boards for a 
trestle table, and a blanket, and set up a stall in the Fair. I know a 
tradesman quite near, in the Paseo del Prado, who’s a friend of mine 
and will let you use his telephone even during the night, because he 
doesn’t close his bar during the Verbena. So you can stay there and 
keep informed without making yourselves conspicuous.” 

They did it, and I helped them. That very afternoon Antonio set 
up a stall with cheap toys at the side of the Botanical Gardens. The 
members of his local branch who manned the pickets came and 
went, stopped to finger the toys and pass on their news. The first 
sensational piece of news came in the middle of the afternoon: the 
Socialist Party, all the trade unions belonging to the U.G.T., and the 
Communist Party had concluded a mutual assistance pact and 
pledged their support to the Republican Government. Antonio was 
full of enthusiasm and impatience behind his toys. 

“Why don’t you join the Party? ” 

“Because I’m no good for your discipline, as you know.” 

“ But we need people now.” 

“ I’ll think it over. First let’s see what happens.” 

None of us doubted that the Right would carry out its rising. My 
brother Rafael and I went to the Verbena that night, fetched Antonio 
away from his post and sat down in the open outside my friend’s bar. 
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The Fair was not yet in full swing and there were few people merry- 
making, although there was no lack of groups of police, Shock Police, 
and workers. The public at large, usually so ready to enjoy summer 
nights in the open, was afraid of gatherings. 

‘'The greatest problem,” said Antonio, “are the Anarchists in the 
C.N.T. They’re capable of making common cause with the Right.” 

“Don’t be an idiot.” 

“I’m not an idiot. Now look here, who can understand their 
going on strike just now and starting to shoot up the U.G.T. people? 
We’ve already had to give protection to some of our comrades on 
their way home this evening. It’s worst in the University City. Parti- 
cularly since the Government has been stupid enough to shut the 
Ateneos. Not that I like the Anarchists — I’d like to get rid of all of 
them — but all the same we can’t afford to let them go over to the 
Fascists!” 

“No fear. Did they go over in Asturias? When the hour comes to 
fight — ^if it does come — ^they’ll be with us.” 

“You’re an optimist. And I’m afraid you’ve a soft spot for the 
Anarchists.” 

I was stubborn in my hope. 

That week was one of incredible tension. Calvo Sotelo’s funeral 
was turned into a demonstration by the Right and ended in shooting 
between them and the Shock Police. In the Cortes, Gil Robles made 
a speech in Calvo Sotelo’s memory, which was officially described as 
a declaration of war. Prieto asked Casares Quiroga to arm the 
workers, and the Minister refused. Detentions and assaults were on 
the increase in all districts of Madrid. Building trade workers of the 
U.G.T. went to work in the University City under police escort, for 
the C.N.T, continued to attack them. Expensive cars, with their 
luggage carefully covered so as to escape attention, left the town in 
considerable numbers on the roads to the north. People began to flee 
from Madrid and from Spain. 

On Thursday rumours ran riot. Fantastic stories circulated, and 
the evening papers lert colour to them. Officially, nothing had hap- 
pened. The Army had not revolted in Morocco, nor had a military 
rising taken place in southern Spain. The phrase used to calm the 
public was as equivocal as the rumours: “The Government has the 
situation well in hand.” To stress this fact, broadcasts were started on 
the same subject. They had the opposite effect. If nothing was hap- 
pening, why all this nervousness? 

Outwardly, Madrid looked as though it were celebrating its fiesta. 
In that broiling heat, the people lived more in the streets at night 
than in their asphyxiating houses. The cafe terraces, the doorways of 
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bars and taverns, the gateways of tenement houses were choked with 
groups of people who talked, disputed, and passed on news or 
rumours. But in spite of all the tension, an undercurrent of vague 
optimism survived. 

On Friday night— July the 1 7th — our circle in the bar of my house 
was very large. At eleven o’clock, the Calle del Ave Maria seemed to 
overflow. The balconies of the houses stood wide open and the voices 
of the radio sets poured through them. Every bar had its loudspeaker 
on. The people sitting on the terraces carried on their discussions in 
shouts and screams. Gossiping women were sitting in the doorways 
and flocks of children played and made a noise in the middle of the 
street. Taxis carrying members of the Workers’ Militia on their round 
drove up and down the slope. Their brakes screeched when they 
stopped outside one of the bars. 

The loudspeakers bawled out news, and the street submerged in 
silence to listen and to hear. 

“ The Government has the situation well in hand.” 

It was strange to hear the phrase proclaimed in a badly syn- 
chronized chorus along the street, from different altitudes. No two 
voices were the same: they reached one’s ear clashing and repeating 
each other. A loudspeaker in a fourth-floor room somewhere down 
the street was left behind and shouted into the silence the word 
*'hanri”. 

They should leave it in our hands,” said Fufii-Fuhi. 

** Yes, so that you can shoot us,” cried young Manolo. 

“We Anarchists are as good anti-fascists as you are. Or better. We 
have been fighting for the revolution in Spain for nearly a century, 
and you only started yesterday. And now, as things are — ^you’re send- 
ing your masons to work like a lot of sheep, and the Government 
refuses you arms. What do you expect? Do you think the Fascists are 
going to give you higher wages in the University City because you’re 
good little boys? You’re a nice lot. The masons going to work ” 

“We’re disciplined. Do you want to give the others a handle so 
that they can say we have gone into the streets? Let the Fascists do it, 
and then you^’ll see.” 

“Yes, yes, leave them to it, and you’ll see what happens once 
they’re in your house, while you’re on your way driving lorries with 
cement for their public works ! ” 

“And if only you go on shooting at our own people, the Fascists 
won’t get into our houses, I suppose? What logic ! ” 

“The logical thing about it is that you have not yet found out that 
the hour has come to make the revolution.” 

“Of course I haven’t found it out. What has come is the hour to 
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defend ourselves when they attack us. After weVe crushed them, 
thanks to the action they’ve taken, we can make the revolution.” 

‘‘I don’t agree.” 

All right. Go on killing masons.” 

On the following day, Saturday, July the i8th, the Government 
openly announced that there had been insurrections in many of the 
provinces, although it continued ‘"to have the situation well in 
hand”. Rumours and news, inextricably mixed, chased each other: 
Morocco was in the hands of Franco; the Moors and the Foreign 
Legion were disembarking in Seville; in Barcelona the battle was 
raging; in the provinces a general strike had been declared; the Fleet 
was in the hands of the rebels — no, it was in the hands of the sailors 
who had thrown their officers overboard. In Ciudad Lineal a few 
Falangists had attempted to seize the transmitter of the Navy 
Ministry, or, according to other reports, they had seized the build- 
ings of film studios in Ciudad Lineal and had installed their head- 
quarters there. 

Under the avalanche of contradictory reports, the people reacted 
in their own way. 

“They say that . . . but I don’t believe it. What can four generals 
do? As soon as they start leading the troops out into the street, the 
soldiers themselves will finish them off.” 

“Well, I’ve been told that . . . but it’s just the same with me as 
with you, I can’t believe it. It’s all an old wives’ tale. Maybe some 
drunken playboy has marched into the street to proclaim a rising — ^in 
Villa Cisneros.” 

Villa Cisneros was the place in North-West Africa where the 
Republican Government had deported Right-wing promoters of the 
Anti- Republican military rising in August 1932. 

As the afternoon neared its end, it was no longer rumour, it was an 
admitted fact that a military rising had taken place in several of the 
provincial garrisons and that there was street fighting in Barcelona. 
But “ the Government had the situation well in hand ” . 

My brother and I went down into Enailiano’s bar to have a quick 
coffee. Our friends had gathered. 

“ Sit down here,” cried Manolo. 

“ No, we’re going to the People’s House to see what they’re saying 
there.” 

We were just about to leave when the radio interrupted its music 
and the voice we had begun to know so well said brusquely: 

“An urgent order has been issued to the members of the following 
trade unions and political organizations to report immediately to the 
centre of their respective groups.” The speaker went on to enumerate 
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all the trade unions and groups concerned; he enumerated all the 
groups of the Left. The bar was in a tumult. A few of the men drew 
pistols. 

'' Now it’s the real thing. And they won’t catch irfe unprepared ! ” 

Within two minutes the bar had emptied. Rafael and I hurried 
back to our fiats to tell our families that we might not come home 
during the night, and then we met again. Together we hastened to 
the secretariat of the Clerical Workers’ Union. There they were 
doing nothing but drawing up a list of the members who reported, 
and telling us to wait. We decided to go to the People’s House after 
entering our names. 

I had a fiinny feeling in my throat when I saw the streets of 
Madrid. 

Many thousands of workers were on their way to report to their 
trade union, and many of their organizations had their seat in the 
People’s House. From the outlying districts to the centre of the city 
the houses were pouring forth men all going in the same direction. 
On the roof of the People’s House burned a red lamp which was 
visible from all the attics of Madrid. 

But the People’s House lay in a narrow, short street lost in a maze 
of equally narrow and short old streets. And so it happened that the 
House seemed more and more unapproachable the more the multi- 
tude thickened. At the beginning, sentries of the Socialist Youth 
Organization checked the membership cards in the doorway. Then 
they had to demand the cards at the two corners of the street. By ten 
o’clock sentries were guarding the entrances to all the streets in a 
two-hundred-yards’ radius of the House, and within this circle 
thronged thousands of persons. All the balconies of all the houses 
stood open and countless loudspeakers were shouting the news: 

The Right had taken to open insurrection. 

The Government was tottering. 

Rafael and I dived into the living mass of the crowds. We wanted 
to get through to the tiny room where the Executive Committee of 
the Socialist Party had its office. The stair-ways and the narrow 
corridors of the People’s House were blocked. It seemed impossible 
to advance or recede a single step. But those workers in their boiler- 
suits asked us: 

‘‘ Where do you want to go, compahero? ” 

"To the Executive.” 

They flattened themselves against the wall and we were pushing 
through, when we were deafened by a surging shout, by the roar: 

"Arms! ArmsI” 

The cry was taken up and re-echoed. At times you heard the whole 
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syllable and at times a cacophony of “a-a-a”. Suddenly the multi- 
tude was welded into a single rhythm and repeated: 

' ‘ Arms, Arms ! Arms ! ’ ’ 

After the third cry there was a pause, and they started afresh. The 
clipped rhythm leapt along the corridors and down the stairs, and 
won through to the streets. A fine dust silted down from the vibrating 
ceiling. Through the open windows, with a bodily impact, came the 
shout of a hundred thousand people: 

‘‘Arms!” 


VII. CLASH 

I felt sluggish after the meal and tired from my night without 
sleep. It was good to rest my drowsy head on Maria’s thigh and 
relax like a contented animal. I stared upwards into the tops of 
the pine-trees and the bits of blue, luminous sky between their 
branches. Maria began to play with my hair and to stroke my neck. 
A quick wave of desire lapped over my weariness and repose. The 
scent of resin was clinging to the skin. 

Then we lay side by side in the pile of dry pine needles. 

“ Let me sleep a bit, will you? ” I said. 

“No, I won’t. Tell me what happened last night.” 

“ Nothing at all happened. Let me sleep now. I’ll tell you later.” 
“But I don’t want to let you sleep. Tell me what happened. What 
should I do with myself while you’re asleep? Get bored? ” 

“Sleep a bit, too.” 

“ I won’t let you sleep. Look, if you like, we can walk down to the 
village early this evening and stay at the inn overnight. But I won’t 
let you sleep now.” 

We were enmeshed in a senseless, unfriendly discussion. My nerves 
were raw and taut from last night’s excitement, from the weary list- 
lessness which always invaded me after sexual contact, from the 
blurred, distorted, nagging vision of the happenings of the last 
twenty-four hours, from sheer hunger for sleep. In the end we 
shouted at each other. I rose. 

“Now we’ll go to the station at once. I’m going back to Madrid. 
If you like come with n^e, and if not, do as you please.” 

We walked down through the pine wood, silent and sullen. To 
slide on the pine needles which polish one’s shoe-soles until they 
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shine had always been exhilarating; that afternoon we only cursed 
when we skidded on the slope. We found it irritatingly ludicrous to 
slip and to land on our backsides. And we had to walk down a long 
slope for more than an hour until we reached the little village in the 
hills. 

“No train until five. Let’s drink a glass of beer.” 

There were few people in the inn: four or five couples of holiday- 
makers and four Civil Guards placing cards, their belts unstrapped, 
their coats unbuttoned. Two of them sat there in their shirt-sleeves. 
They gave us a glance and went on with their game. After a few 
moments one of them turned round and said paternally: 

“ A little quarrel, eh? ” 

A young man in the corner stood up and came towards us. I had 
not seen him; his table was in the gloom and I was still blinded by the 
sun outside. 

“ What are you doing here, Barea? ” 

“ Spending Sunday in the country. And you?” 

“ I’m staging here for a month or so, to have a good rest. I feel 
almost like going back to Madrid, what with the things that are hap- 
pening, but my wife says I’d be silly to do it, and I suppose she’s right. 
A few shouts for Calvo Sotelo, and then — a pricked balloon! Last 
night when I heard the radio I thought it was going to be serious, but 
this morning people came out here with their snacks and their bottles 
of wine to spend the day here, just like other Sundays. Just like you 
yourself. There have been fewer of them, though, to tell the truth.” 

“ I don’t really know what to say to you. Last night I too thought 
it was serious. To-day I can’t make up my mind what to think. I was 
almost inclined to stay here for the night, but I’ve had a row with the 
girl and I’m going back at five.” 

“Stay here.” 

“What for? I would if it were only to stay with you for a while and 
have a talk. But I prefer going back to staying a night with a bad- 
tempered face beside me. And anyway, I’m done in, my nerves are 
all on edge.” 

“You can come home with me if you like.” 

“No thanks. I’ll take the train back.” 

One of the Civil Guards was watching us all the time. It did not 
surprise me, for Hernandez was known as a Socialist and in the small 
mountain village everyone was aware of it. He went there every 
summer to strengthen his weak lungs; his work — he was a printer — 
was bad for his health, and he used to rent a woodcutter’s shack 
among the pines for himself, his wife, and his children. 

When Maiia and I rose at half-past four, the Civil Guard Corporal 
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who had watched Hernandez and myself put on his uniform coat. 
While he was buttoning it up, I went to Hernandez’s table to say 
good-bye. 

So you’re really going? ” 

“Yes. Come to Madrid with me.” 

“I’d like to. But I’ll only go when they send for me. They know 
where I am. As long as they don’t call me back, things can’t be very 
serious.” 

The Corporal went out of the door in front of me and turned round 
in the road. 

“Your papers.” 

He looked twice at my cedula pe'^sonal^ the identity paper w^hich also 
registers the category of the owner’s income. I saw that he was im- 
pressed and astonished. He stared at me doubtfully. 

“ How is it you know Hernandez? ” 

“I’ve known him since we were boys,” I lied. 

“Do you carry arms? ” 

“No.” 

“By your leave.” He passed his hands over my body. “All right. 
You can go.” 

Twenty-four hours later the Civil Guard had taken over the little 
village in the Sierra. Early in the morning, they shot Herndndez by 
the roadside. But I learnt this, and knew that I had escaped the same 
fate by a narrow margin, only many days later. At the time, Maria 
and I climbed the tortuous road which led up to the tiny station 
building, in morose silence. 

The railway track runs on a ledge of the Sierra between two 
tunnels, the village lies embedded in a circle of serried, pine-grown 
hills. Only at the bottom of the valley is there a meadow where cows 
graze. It was very peaceful to look down from the bench on the 
station. The cows were gendy browsing, the air was drenched with 
the scent of pines, the blue sun-filled sky was calm, without a breath 
of wind. When one of the cows raised its head, the air carried up the 
clear, mellow sound of its bell. 

The station canteen-keeper said: 

“ It’s early for you to be going back.” 

“Yes, but it will be very crowded later on.” 

“And how are things in Madrid?” As though Madrid were thou- 
sands of miles away. The canteen-keeper’s small children clung to his 
trousers and watched us with wide-open eyes. I smiled. 

“ It’s a bit of an upset.” 

The train, a short train which came from Segovia, carried few 
passengers. The people who had gone to the Sierra from Madrid had 
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not yet abandoned the pleasure of the pine-needle carpet. An elderly 
couple in our compartmentj well-to-do provincials, looked at us 
questioningly. After a while, the man offered me a cigarette. 

“Did you come from Madrid this morning? ” 

“Yes, we did.” 

“Are things veiy’ unruly there? ” 

“Oh well, much ado about very little. As you see, people went to 
the Sierra as usual for their Sunday.” 

He turned to his wdfe. 

“Now you see I “was right. These women are always afraid of 
something. A new Government, that’s all.” 

“You’re probably right. But I shall have no peace until we’re with 
Pepe. Don’t you agree?” She turned to IMaria for support, and told 
her about their son who was at the University in Madrid and — “ God 
guard us I” — had gone in for Left politics. He belonged to the 
Students’ Association. And she could not stay quiet. 

The women went on talking, and I withdrew into my corner and 
reviewed in my mind the happenings of the past night. 

Rafael and I had succeeded in pushing our way through to the 
cubicle at the end of a long passage where the Socialist Party 
Secretariat was housed. Carlos Rubiera was there, Margarita Nelken, 
Puente, a couple more whom I knew by sight, tackling a torrent of 
people, telephone calls, shouts and written notes which were passed 
to them from hand to hand along the corridor. 

Carlos Rubiera saw me. 

“ Hullo, what brings you here? ” 

“ I’ve come to see if I can be of any use,” 

“You’re just in time. Go and help Valencia.” He showed me an 
officer in the Engineers’ uniform who was sitting at a small table. 
“Hey, Valencia, here’s someone you may be able to use.” 

We shook hands and Valencia asked : 

“You’ve been in the Army? ” 

“Four years in Morocco — Sergeant in the Engineers. We belong 
to the same Arm.” 

“ Good. At present I’m in command of the guard here. We’ve got 
Puente and his boys, and an inexhaustible number of volunteers. The 
bad thing is that we have no arms and no ammunition, and that most 
of the lads have never handled a rifle in their whole life. They’re all 
in the big room on the terrace. We’ll see what Puente says.” Puente 
was the commander of the Socialist Militia. 

It amused me to note the contrast between the two. Valencia was 
very much the officer, slim, erect, his uniform fitting like a glove. 
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A long, oval face, grey eyes, a fine, straight nose and full mouth. In 
his early forties. The grey mass of his hair, black and white threads 
mixed and swept back in faint ripples, gave a sternness to his head 
which the gay eyes and the mouth belied. It was impossible not to 
sense his firm energy. 

Puente, a baker by profession, must have been about ten years 
younger, although his round, fresh face made it difficult to assess his 
age. But the lines of his face were blunted and harsh. He had a town 
suit which did not fit his solid, strong body. He looked as though it 
would have suited him better to stand there in a sleeveless vest and 
exhibit his naked muscles and hairy chest. . 

It was Puente who steered Rafael and myself through the clogged 
passages and stairways to the saloon. There one could breathe. It 
was a large assembly room which opened on to a roof terrace. No-one 
who did not belong to the Militia had been allowed through; there 
were no more than fifty persons, standing about in groups. In every 
group one man was holding a rifle and the others were mobbing 
him, because each one wanted to hold the rifle for an instant, handle 
the trigger and take aim, before passing it on to the next. Puente 
clapped his hands, waiting for the men to line up before the dais. 

All those who don’t know how to handle a rifle — to the left ! ” 

“ Shall we get rifles? ” shouted a few voices. 

“Later, later. Now listen. Our friend Barea here has been a 
sergeant in Morocco. He’ll explain to you all about how a rifle 
works. And you” — ^he turned to those who had gone to the right and 
therefore claimed to be familiar with rifles — “come along with me. 
We’ll relieve our comrades who are posted in the streets.” 

He marched off with his men, and there we were left standing on 
the platform, Rafael and I, in front of thirty-odd curious faces. I 
wondered whether I had forgotten the mechanism of a rifle in twelve 
years, selected a Mauser and began to take it to pieces, without say- 
ing a word. It was an old Mauser of 1886. My fingers found their way 
back instinctively to their old practice. The red cover of the table 
before me was soon plastered with oily parts. 

“If there’s any mechanic among you, step forward.” Five men 
pushed themselves to the front. “ I’ll explain to you how the pieces fit 
together. You will find it easier to understand than the others, and 
later you can explain it to them in groups of two or three. In the 
meantime my brother here will explain the theory of firing to the 
rest.” 

Rafael took another rifle and marched his men out on to the 
terrace. After half an hour each of the mechanics was ready to take 
on a small group. Rafael was left with two difficult cases, men who 
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seemed incapable of holding a rifle straight. '^YouVe got the oaf 
platoon/’ I said into his ear. I went and looked down from the 
terrace. 

The house on the other side of the street, some six yards away, had 
all Its balconies open and all its lights lit for me to see. There were 
dining-rooms with a lamp in the middle illuminating the table. In 
one, a woman was collecting what was left over from supper. In an- 
other, the empty table was covered with a dark-green cloth with 
embroidered flowers along its edge. The owner of the flat was leaning 
in shirt-sleeves over his balcony railing. In the flat below the family 
was having supper. Then there were bedrooms and sitting-rooms, all 
diflferent, each with its own personality, and all alike. From every 
flat came the voice of a radio set, all the same, each with its own 
pitch, pouring music over the heads of the mass packed in the street, 
a dense, black mass of moving heads. A wave of heat rose from below; 
it smelt of sweat. Sometimes a soft breeze swept this billow of human 
warmth from the terrace, and then it smelt for a few seconds of trees 
and flowers. The noise was so intense that the building throbbed with 
it, as though it were trembling. When the music stopped and the 
hundred loudspeakers cried: ^‘Attention! Attention!” you heard the 
multitude fall silent with a dull rolling sound which died away in the 
distance in the streets of the quarter. Then only coughs and grunts 
came, until someone commented on a piece of news with a joke or a 
blasphemy. A firm voice shouted ‘‘Silence! ” and a hundred mouths 
repeated the command, drowning eveiy’'thing else for seconds. As 
soon as the announcement was over, the rumbling noise grew worse 
than ever. 

By midnight the Government had resigned. A new Government 
was being formed. Over my head a voice said: “Dirty dogs.” 

I looked upwards. On the top of the roof swayed a red flag, almost 
invisible in the darkness of the night; above it, the red lamp. From 
time to time, when a shiver of the flag dipped a fold into the red glare, 
it flashed in a sudden blaze. In a corner of the wall, a winding iron 
staircase led to the roof. Somewhere on the top I saw the faint glow 
of a burning cigarette. I climbed up. At the highest point, on an open 
platform above all the roofs, I found a militia lad. 

“ What are you doing here? ” 

“Pm on watch.” 

“ Because they might come over the roofs? ” 

“Yes, because they might.” 

“ Whom do you mean? ” 

“The Fascists, of course.” 

“But you can’t see anything firom here.” 
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‘*1 know. But weVe got to watch out. Imagine what would hap- 
pen if they caught us by surprise.” 

The iron platform rose into the dark. Below was the bulk of the 
building, crudely lit. The sky was clear and powdered with flickering 
stars, but there was no moon. Round us shimmered the glow from the 
lights of the streets of Madrid and dwindled away into darkness. The 
street lamps of the suburbs cut through the fields in parallel threads 
of beads, white flames which seemed to flicker like the stars. The noise 
of the street came to us muflSed through the huge bulk of the house. 
Twenty steps, and it seemed a different world. I leaned my elbows on 
the railing and stayed for a long while, quiet. 

Then they called us to a belated supper. From somewhere they had 
produced roast lamb and some bottles of wine for the guard. We ate 
and talked. The people were still calling for arms. Puente said to me: 

« We’ve got twenty rifles and six cartridges per rifle in the build- 
ing.” 

" Then we’re in the soup.” 

“ Well, it will all be settled now. I suppose they’ll give the Govern- 
ment to our Party, to the Socialists. Anyhow, it will have to be settled 
soon. The Fascists are in Valladolid, and marching for Madrid. But 
don’t tell any of the lads here.” 

I went back to the terrace, while Puente had to inspect his men. 
The long waiting began to wear down the crowd. Some people 
nodded, sitting on the stairs and in the passages, others leant against 
the wall and dozed. I climbed up to the little platform and saw the 
dawn begin as a faint white sheen in the east. 

The loudspeakers started again: ‘‘Attention! Attention! . . . The 
new Government has been formed ! ” 

The speaker made a pause and then read the list of names. People 
fished hastily in their pockets for a piece of paper and a pencil. All 
the sleepers had woken up and were asking: “What did he say? 
What did he say? ” 

The speaker went on with his litany of names. It was a national 
Government, he had said. Then the name of a Minister without 
Portfolio rebounded over the heads: Sdnchez Romdn. It was impos- 
sible to hear more. The multitude burst into a roar: “Traitors — 
treason! ” And above the medley of curses and insults surged the cry: 
“Arms! Arms!” The roar grew and swelled. In the stairways and 
corridors the crowds wanted to move, to go up, to go down. The 
building qixivered as though it were worn out and ready to crumble 
in a cloud of dust. 

A new shout rose: “To the Puerta del Sol ! ” The short word “ Sol ” 
whipped through the air. The dense mass in the street swayed and 
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moved. The People's House poured forth an unending stream from 
its doors. 

‘‘Soil Soil” The cry was still cracking through the air, but from 
further away. The crowd below thinned out. Daylight slowly filled 
the street with a pale, almost blue haze. The People’s House was 
empty. The first rays of the sun caught us with Puente and his 
Milicianos, left alone on the terrace. Up on the roof, from his iron 
balcony, the sentry cast a long, misshapen shadow over the tiles. 

“ What are we going to do? ” I asked Puente. 

“Wait for orders.” 

Down in the street a few groups of people were standing in heated 
discussion. Isolated words drifted up to us. 

“ Don’t you think we ought to go to the Puerta del Sol? ” I asked. 

“No. Our orders are to wait. We must keep discipline.” 

“But not under this Government.” 

The Milicianos echoed my words. One of them began to cry 
openly. I said to Puente: 

“I’m very sorry, but I can’t help it. I came here last night of my 
own will to help in any way I could. I was willing to go everywhere 
with you, and to be posted any%vhere. But I’m not willing to serve 
under a Sanchez Roman. You know’ as well as I do what his being a 
Minister means. It means that this Government will tiy and make a 
deal with the generals. I’m sorry.” 

I shook hands w’ith him. It was not easy. The militiamen turned 
round, and some of them leaned their rifles against the parapet of the 
terrace: “We’re going too.” 

Puente swore at them, and they took up their rifles again, except 
two who marched out behind Rafael and myself. We walked through 
the emptied house. A few people moved on the stairways like ghosts. 
We gulped down a scalding cup of coffee in the bar and went out into 
the deserted street. 

A street cleaner was spraying the pavement *with the jet from his 
hose and the smell of a rainy dawn hung in the air. 

But from the centre of Madrid, from the Puerta del Sol, sounded a 
tremendous clamour, a muffled bellow which made the air throb and 
which grew louder as we came nearer. At a street corner a tavern 
stood open, with a table in the doorway. On the table, a coffee-urn 
on a charcoal heater, a basin with water, cups and saucers, a^row 
of liquor bottles. We stopped to take another cup of coffee and a glass 
of cognac. The tavern’s radio interrupted its crooning: “Attention! 
Attention!” The tavern-keeper increased the volume: “A new 
Government has been formed. The new Government has accepted 
Fascism’s declaration of war on the Spanish people ! ” 
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One of the two Milicianos who had come with us from the People’s 
House said: ‘‘Then it’s all right. Salud.” He walked off and then 
turned back. '"But one never knows with those Republicans in the 
Government.” 

When we reached the Puerta del Sol, the crowd had dispersed and 
the shutters of the bars were clanking open. The people who carried 
on their discussions in groups and clusters along the pavement went 
in to have their breakfast. A radiant sun rose over the houses. The 
day was going to be hot. Taxis passed by, cluttered with militiamen; 
many of them carried flags with the inscription "U.H.P.” The 
Sunday buses lined up to carry the people into the open country. 
Beside us a conductor shouted: “Puerta de Hierro! Puerta de 
Hierro!” Groups of boys and girls and whole families came in drib- 
lets to climb into the buses with rucksacks on their backs. 

“ What a night ! ” exclaimed a man as he sat down. 

I remembered that I had arranged to meet Maria in the Puerta del 
Sol at seven in the morning on Sunday and to go to the Sierra with 
her for the day. This was Sunday. It was half-past six. I did not want 
to go home — there was nothing I could do — and it was a splendid 
morning, 

“Listen,” I said to Rafael, “tell Aurelia that I won’t be home till 
late to-night. Give her some explanation, say I had work to do at the 
Union. Or anything. I’ll wait for Maria here and go with her to the 
Sierra. I’ve had enough.” 

That was what had happened on the night of the i8th. Last night 
— though it seemed far away. The conversation of the others droned 
on and on. I was tired, annoyed with the whole day, annoyed with 
Maria, annoyed with myself, unwilling to go home and be shut in 
with my wife on top of it all. 

Then we were in Madrid. People stormed the tram. We preferred 
to walk. The first buses crowded with holiday-makers came back 
from the banks of the Manzanares. Outside the station was a traflEc 
block. A policeman with a white helmet was trying to unravel it with 
great shouts and gesticulations. There were lorries full of people sing- 
ing at the top of their lungs. A luxury car with suitcases heaped on the 
luggage rack coasted by. 

“They’re running away, they’re running away!” yelled the men 
in the lorries. The big car swept past them in silence; the road which 
led away from Madrid was free. Yet the shout had not been threaten- 
ing; it had been excited, but merry: the crowd made fun of people 
who fled from Madrid out of fear. 

The gaiety died out in the streets as soon as we had passed the hill 
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of San Vicente. Pickets of Milicianos asked for our papers at the 
street corners. Police had drawn a cordon at the entrance of every 
street leading to the National Palace. Few people were about, and 
they all hurried. More cars with Party emblems painted on their 
doors and the inscription *‘U.H.P."’ passed us at great speed. People 
greeted them with the raised fist. A dense smoke column rose at the 
bottom of the Galle de Bailen. A loudspeaker told us through an open 
window that General Franco had demanded unconditional surrender 
firom President Azana. The Republican Government had answered 
by a formal declaration of war. 

A few churches were burning. 

I took Maria to her house and hastened home. 

The streets round the Plaza de Anton Martin were choked with 
people. They were filled with an acrid, dense smoke. They smelt of 
burnt timber. The Church of San Nicolas was on fire. The dome had 
a helmet of flames. I saw the glass panes of its lantern shatter and 
incandescent streams of molten lead run down. Then the dome was a 
gigantic, fiery ball with a life of its own, creaking and twisting under 
the impact of the flames. For an instant the fire seemed to pause, and 
the enormous cupola cracked open. 

The people scattered, shouting: 

It’s coming down! ” 

The dome came down with a crack and a dull thud and was 
swallowed by the stone walls of the church. A hissing mass of dust, 
ashes, and smoke rose. Broken glass tinkled shrilly. Suddenly made 
visible by the fall of the cupola, a fireman’s ladder was swaying in the 
air. A fireman at the top was pouring his jet on to the market stalls in 
the Galle de Santa Isabel and on the walls of the cinema beside the 
church. It was as though a harlequin had suddenly been left alone, 
ridiculous and naked, in the middle of the stage. The people cheered, 
and I did not know whether they meant the fireman or the 
collapse of the dome. The fire roared on, muffled, behind the stone 
walls. 

I walked into Serafin’s tavern. His whole family was in the back 
room, the mother and one of his sisters in hysterics, and the bar was 
full of people. Serafin was running from the customers to his mother 
and sister and back, trying to do everything, his round face streaked 
with sweat, half-crazed and stumbling at every step. 

‘'Arturo, Arturo, this is terrible, what’s going to happen here? 
They’ve burnt down San Nicolas and all the other churches in 
Madrid, San Gayetano, San Lorenzo, San Andres, the Escuela 
Pia ” 

“Don’t worry,” a customer who sported a pistol and a red-and- 
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black scarf challenged him. '‘There are too many of those black- 
beetles anyhow.” 

The name Escuela Pia had shaken me: my old school was burning. 
I hastened down the Calle del Ave Maria and found Aurelia and the 
children outside the house among the neighbours. They greeted me 
with cries: 

" Where have you been? ” 

"Working all day long. What’s going on here? ” 

Twenty neighbours started giving me information: Fascists had 
fired at the people from the churches, and so the people had stormed 
the churches. Everything was burning . . . 

The quarter smelt of fire, a light rain of ashes filtered down. I 
wanted to see for myself. 

San Cayetano church was a mass of flames. Hundreds of people 
living in the tenement houses alongside had dragged out their fiurni- 
ture and stood there, dumbly staring at the fire which threatened 
their own homes. One of the twin towers began to sway. The crowd 
screamed: if it fell on their houses, it would be the end. The tower 
crashed on the pavement. 

In front of San Lorenzo a frenzied multitude danced and howled 
almost within reach of the flames. 

The Escuela Pfa was burning from inside. It looked as though 
shattered by an earthquake. The long wall of the school in the Calle 
del Sombrerete, with its hundred windows of cells and. classrooms, 
was licked by tongues of fire which stabbed through the window- 
grilles. The front was demolished, one of the towers crumbled, the 
porch of the church in ruins. Through the side door — ^the entrance 
for the poor pupils — ^firemen and Milicianos came and went in 
ceaseless action. The glow of the central fire in the gigantic building 
shone through the opening. 

A group of Milicianos and a Shock Police officer came out of the 
door. They carried an improvised stretcher — boards across a ladder 
— ^and on it, wrapped in blankets, a small figure of which nothing was 
visible but the waxen face under a thatch of white hair. A pitiful old 
man, quavering, his eyes filled with fright: my old teacher. Padre 
Fulgencio. The multitude opened a path in silence, and the men put 
him into an ambulance. He must have been more than eighty years 
old, A stout woman beside me said: » 

"I’m sorry for poor old Father Fulgencio. I’ve known him ever 
since I was a tiny little girl. And to think of him going through all 
this now! It would have been better for him if he had died. The poor 
man has been stricken with paralysis for many years, you know. 
Sometimes they carried him up to the choir in a chair so that he 
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coiild play the organ, because his hands are all right, but from the 
waist down he’s like dead. He wouldn’t feel it if you were to stick pins 
into his legs. And you know, all this has happened because the 
Jesuits got hold of the school ! Because before that — and believe me, 
we can’t stick the black frocks — but all of us here liked the old 
Fathers.” 

Padre Fulgencio was my chemistry teacher,” I said. 

^'Then you know what I mean. Because that must have been quite 
a long time ago. Well, I mean to say, you aren’t old. But it must have 
been a good twenty years ago.” 

“Twenty-six.” 

“There, you see. I wasn’t far out. Well, as I was telling you, some 
years ago, I don’t remember if it was before the Republic or just 
after, the school changed so that you wouldn’t have recognized it.” 

The fire was crepitating inside the church. The building was a 
shattered shell. The woman went on, hearty and verbose: 

“The Escolapians — ^you know, they were nice and, mind you, I 
don’t like the black frocks generally — ^went and joined one of those 
Catholic School Associations, or whatever they were called, but it 
was all managed by the Jesuits. You remember how it was when the 
Father Prefect used to go to the Plaza del Avapies and give us 
coppers, and my own mother went and kissed his hand. But you see, 
all that was over and done with when the Jesuits came. They started 
that what-d’you-call-it, the Nocturnal Adoration, and then the fine 
young gentlemen came and prayed. Nice prayers, I can tell you! 
Didn’t we see them drilling in the school-yard and getting in arms? 
And then, would you believe it, this very morning they started firing 
at us with a machine-gun from the windows up there and people 
could hear it in the whole quarter 1 ” 

“And were there any casualties? ” I asked. 

“They caught four or five over there in tho Meson de Paredes 
Street and Embaj adores Street. One was kiUed on the pavement 
there, the others have been taken away, no-one knows where.” 

I went home in profound distress. I felt a weight in the pit of my 
stomach as if I wanted to cry, and could not. I saw flashes of my boy- 
hood, I had the sensation of the feel and smell of things I had loved 
and things I had hated. I sat on the balcony of my flat without seeing 
the people who walked through the street and stood there in groups, 
talking loudly, trying to sift the conflict within me. It was impossible 
to applaud the violence. I was convinced that the Church of Spain 
was an evil which had to be eradicated. But I revolted against this 
stupid destruction. What had happened to the great library of the 
College, with its ancient illuminated books, its unique manuscripts? 
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What had happened to the splendid collections of Physics and 
Natural Science? All that wealth of educational material ! Had those 
priests and those Falangist boys really been so incredibly stupid as to 
expect the College to serve as a fortress against an enraged people? 

' I had seen too much of their preparations not to believe in their 
use of churches and monasteries for their stores of arms. But I still 
hated the destruction, as much as I hated those who drove the people 
to it. For a moment I wondered where Padre Ayala was, and whether 
he liked the outcome of his silent work. 

What would have happened if our old Father Prefect had thrown 
open the gates of the Church and the College and stood there him- 
self under the lintel, in the face of the crowd, upright, his grey hair 
stirred by the wind? They would not have attacked him, I was sure 
of it. 

Later I was to learn that my dream had not been vain: the parish 
priest of the Church of Santa Paloma had put the keys into the hands 
of the militia and his church with its art treasures was saved, 
although fhe papier mache saints were smashed and the metal orna- 
ments used for the war. And similarly San Sebastian, San Gines, and 
dozens of other churches had been preseived, some of them for the 
bombs to come. 

But that evening I felt leaden. The fight was on, it was my own 
fight, and I was repelled and chilled to the core. 

Rafael took me to Antonio’s stall at the Fair. There were still 
people about and the customary amusements functioned. But Antonio 
was wildl}' excited and about to leave. The garrison of the big bar- 
racks, the Cuartel de la Montana, had fired from a machine-gun at a 
lorry carrying members of the Socialist Youth returning from the 
Puerta de Hierro. The police had drawn a cordon round the bar- 
racks. It was the headquarters of the insurrection in Madrid, it 
seemed. 

We must go there,” Antonio said. I refused. There was nothing I 
could do. I had seen enough, I was dead tired. Rafael went off with 
Antonio and I returned home. I slept four hours and woke just after 
four in the morning. It was bright daylight. In the street below people 
were talking and disputing. I dressed and went down. A taxi with 
Milicianos stood in the Plaza de Anton Martin. The men were 
drinking milk at the dairy which belonged to Serafin’s brother-in- 
law. I joined them and drank two glasses of cold milk out of the 
ice-box. 

“ Where are you going? ” 

^‘To the Cuartel de la Montana. It’s getting serious there.” 

“ I’m coming with you.” 
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Shock Police stopped our car in the Plaza de Espaha. I walked on 
to the Galle de Ferraz. 

The barracks, in reality three different barracks joined together, is 
a huge building on the crest of a hill. In front of it lies a wide glacis on 
which a whole regiment has room for its drill. This terrace slopes 
down to the Galle de Ferraz on one side and is cut short above the 
Northern Railway Station on the other. A thick stone parapet runs 
along its whole length, with a sheer drop of twenty feet to a lower 
glacis which separates the barracks from the public gardens of the 
Galle de Ferraz. At the back, the building looms high over the wide 
avenue of the Paseo de Rosales and the open coimtry to the west and 
north-west. The Guartel de la Montana is a fortress. 

Rifle shots were cracking from the direction of the barracks. At the 
corner of the Plaza de Espana and the Galle de Ferraz a group of 
Shock Police were loading their rifles in the shelter of a wall. A multi- 
tude of people were crouching and lying between the trees and 
benches of the gardens. A wave of furious shots and cries was surging 
from them, and from others I could not see, nearer to the barracks. 
There must have been many thousands ringing the edifice on its hill. 
The pavement on the other side was deserted. 

A plane came flying towards the barracks at great altitude. People 
yelled: ** It’s one of ours ! ” 

The day before, Sunday — that Sunday on which we had gone to 
the Sierra in the morning, hoping that the storm had blown over — 
groups of ofiicers on the two airfields of Madrid had attempted an 
insurrection, but had been overpowered by the loyal forces. 

The machine flew in a wide curve and banked down. I could not 
see it any longer. A few moments later the ground and the air shook. 
After dropping its bombs, the plane made off. The crowd went mad 
with joy, some of the people in the gardens stood up, waving and 
throwing their caps into the air. A man was making a pirouette when 
he fell, shot. The barracks was firing. The rattle of machine-guns rose 
above all the other noises. 

Shouting and screaming, a tight cluster of people appeared on the 
other side of the Plaza de Espana. When the mass arrived at the 
street corner, I saw that it had in its midst a lorry with a 7.5 centi- 
metre gun. An officer of the Shock Police was trying to give orders on 
how to unload the cannon. The crowd never listened. Hundreds of 
people fell upon the lorry as though they wanted to devour it, and it 
disappeared beneath that human mass like a piece of rotting meat 
under a cluster of black flies. And then the gun was on the ground, 
lifted down on arms and shoulders. The officer shook himself, and 
shouted for silence. 
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‘'Now as soon as I’ve fired it off you’re to carry it over there as 
quickly as you can, do you understand me? ” He pointed to the other 
end of the gardens. "But don’t kill yourselves. . . . We’ve got to make 
them believe that we’ve got plenty of guns. And off with all of you 
who aren’t helping.” 

He fired off the field-gun and even before the barrel had come to 
rest the dense mass of men closed in and carried it one hundred, two 
hundred yards further on. Again the gun roared, and again it started 
on its crazy run over the paving stones. It left in its wake people 
hopping on one foot and screaming with pain: the wheels had rolled 
over men’s feet. Machine-gun bullets were spraying the street very 
close to us. I took cover in the gardens and threw myself down 
behind a stout tree-trunk, just behind two workers lying on the lawn. 

Why the devil was I here — ^and without any kind of weapon in my 
pockets? I knew perfectly well that it was sheer useless folly. But how 
could I be anywhere else? 

One of the two men in front of me raised himself on his elbows. He 
gripped a revolver with both hands and rested it against the tree- 
trunk. It was an enormous, ancient revolver with a nickel-plated 
barrel and a sight that stuck out like a wart. The cartridge drum was 
a shapeless bulk above the two hands clutching the butt. The man 
pressed his face perilously close to the weapon and pulled the trigger, 
laboriously. A terrific bang shook him and a pall of stinging smoke 
made a halo round his head. 

I almost leapt to my feet. We were at a distance of at least four 
hundred and fifty yards from the barracks, and the front of the 
building was completely screened by the trees of the gardens. What 
did that damned fellow think he was firing at? 

His companion took him by the shoulder. "Now let me have a 
shot.” 

" No I won’t. It’s my revolver. ” 

The other swore. "Let me have a shot, by your mother! ” 

"No I won’t, I’ve told you so. If they bump me off the revolver is 
yours, if not, you can just lump it.” 

The other turned round. He had a clasp-knife in his hand, almost 
as big as a cleaver, and he brought it down on his friend’s behind. 
" Give me the revolver, or I’ll prick you ! ” He stabbed at his buttocks 
with the point of the knife. 

The man with the revolver jumped and bellowed. " It’s gone in! ” 

"Now you see — you let me have a shot or I’ll puncture you.” 

" Here you are, but hold tight, it kicks.” 

" D’you think I’m an idiot? ” 

As though following a fixed ritual, the other raised himself on his 

io6 



elbows and clutched the butt with both hands, so deliberately and 
ceremoniously that it looked almost like a supplication. The nickel- 
plated barrel lifted slowly. 

Go on, get it over ! ’’ shouted the owner of the revolver. 

The other turned his head. 

“Now it’s you w^ho’s got to wait. It’s my turn. Now I’ll show those 
bastards!” 

Again w^e were shaken by the crash, again the acrid smoke clung to 
the ground around us. 

The bangs of mortars and the ratde of machine-guns went on at the 
barracks. From time to time the gun roared at our back, a shell made 
the air throb, and the explosion resounded somewhere in the distance. 
I looked at my watch: ten o’clock. Ten! It was impossible. 

Just then a silence fell, followed by a pandemonium of cries and 
shouts. Through the confused noise rose the words: “Surrender! 
White flag! ” People burgeoned from the ground. For the first time I 
saw that there were women as well. And all of them started running 
towards the barracks. They swept me along. I ran with them. 

I could see the stone stairways in the centre of the parapet which 
led from the lower to the upper glacis; they were black with tightly 
packed people. On the terrace above a dense mass of bodies blocked 
the exit. 

A furious burst from the machine-guns cut through the air. With 
an inhuman shriek, the crowds tried to scatter. The barracks spouted 
metal from its windows. Mortars sounded again, nearer now, with a 
dry crack. It lasted some minutes, while the wave of cries was more 
frightful than ever. 

Who gave the order to attack? 

A huge, solid mass of bodies moved forward like a ram against the 
barracks, against the slope leading upwards from the Galle de Ferraz, 
against the stone stairs in the wall, against the wall itself. An immense 
cry rose from the multitude. The machine-guns rattled, ceaselessly. 

And then we knew in an instant, though no-one told us, that the 
barracks was stormed. The figures in the windows disappeared in a 
flash, other figures whipped past the windows after them. The tide of 
screams and the firing now sounded inside the building. A Miliciano 
emerged in a window, raising a rifle high into the air and throwing it 
down outside. The multitude answered with a roar. I found myself 
part of a mass which pushed on towards the barracks. The glacis was 
strewn with bodies, many of them twitching and slithering in their 
own blood. And then I was in the barracks yard. 

The three tiers of galleries enclosing the square yard were filled 
with running, yelling, gesticulating people who waved rifles and 
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called senselessly to their friends down below. One group was chasing 
a soldier who forged ahead, crazed, but swerving aside whenever 
anyone crossed his path. They had run almost the whole round of the 
. gallery when somebody tripped the soldier up. He fell. The group of 
people closed round him. When they separated, there was nothing to 
be seen from the yard where I was. 

A giant of a man appeared in the highest gallery, bearing on his 
huge hands a soldier who threshed the air with his legs. The big man 
shouted: 

“ Here he comes ! ” 

And he threw the soldier down into the yard. He fell, revolving 
through the air like a rag doll, and crashed on the stones with a dull 
thud. The giant lifted his arms. 

“ And now the next ! ’ ’ 

A crowd had gathered in the corner of the arms depot. The rifles 
were there. One militiaman after the other came out, brandishing his 
new rifle, almost dancing with enthusiasm. Then there was a new 
rush at the door. 

Pistols— Pistols!” 

The depot began to pour forth black boxes, passed from hand to 
hand over the heads. Each box contained a regulation pistol — a long- 
barrelled Astra calibre 9 — a spare cartridge frame, a ramrod, and a 
screwdriver. In a few minutes the stones of the yard were spattered 
with black and white patches — ^for the inside of the black boxes was 
white — and with grease-stained paper. The depot door was still 
spitting forth pistols. 

It has been said that there were five thousand Astra pistols in the 
Cuartel de la Montana. I do not know. But that day, empty black- 
and-white cases dotted the streets of Madrid. What was not found, 
however, was ammunition. It had been seized at once by the Shock 
Police. 

I walked out of the barracks. 

When I served my first few months in the Army, a conscript soldier 
destined for Morocco, it had been in these barracks; that was sixteen 
years ago. 

I had a glimpse of the officers’ mess in passing. Dead officers were 
lying there in wild disorder, some with their arms flung across the 
table, some on the ground, some over the window-sills. And a few of 
them were young boys. 

Outside on the glacis, under thq; glare of the sun, lay corpses in 
hundreds. It was quiet in the gardens. 


108 



VIIL THE STREET 


O n Tuesday morning, the day after the storming of the bar- 
racks, I went to the office and had a conference with my 
chief on what course to follow in the circumstances. We 
decided that our office w’ould continue to function and the 
staff come to work in the mornings as usual. We even attempted to 
co-ordinate our work for the day, but gave it up as soon as we 
realized that postal communications had become uncertain. I took a 
brief-case full of papers which had to be registered and submitted in 
the Patent Office and left for the Ministry. 

Two floors below us was the head office of Petroleos Porto-Pi S.A., 
a company set up by Juan March after the organization of the Oil 
Monopoly, with scarcely any other purpose than that of claiming 
fantastically high compensation for alleged oil-bearing properties 
from the Spanish State. The door stood open and I saw two Mili- 
cianos with rifles slung over their shoulders and pistols in their belts 
rummaging through the drawers. One of them turned round and 
saw me standing at the door. 

*‘Come in!” 

I entered. The Miliciano went past me to the door and shut it. 
Then he addressed me: 

*‘Now, my fine bird, what brings you here?” He had grasped his 
pistol and held it with the muzzle pointing to the floor. “Just you 
drop your nice little case there and put your hands up ! ” 

He did not search me for arms but simply emptied all my pockets 
on to the desk. Aly note-case attracted his attention. He drew out the 
wad of papers and began to scan them. In the meantime the other 
Miliciano rifled the brief-case. 

“ I think you’re barking up the wrong tree,” I said. 

“You shut up and speak when you’re spoken to.” 

“All right. I suppose one is allowed to smoke. Tell me when you’re 
through.” 

I had not yet lit my cigarette when the man shoved the U.G.T. 
membership card under my nose. 

“Whose is this?” 

“ Mine,T should say.” 

“Do you mean to tell us that you’re one of us? ” 

“I do. But it’s a different question whether you’re going to believe 
me or not.” 

“ I’m not swallowing fairy tales. Whose is this cedula personal? ” 
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“ Mine too, I imagine.’’ 

He turned to his companion. “ I told you this was a good rat-trap ! 
We’ve caught a bird already. A cedula of the htindred pesetas class, 
just like the bigwigs, and a U.G.T. card! What do you say to that?” 

“It’s possible, but it’s a bit unlikely, it seems to me. Leave him for 
a moment and look at what I’ve got here.” 

When they had finished thumbing official and legal documents 
and trying to decipher the complicated designs for a liquid air 
installation, they resumed their cross-examination. 

“ Explain who you are and what all those scrawls mean.” 

I gave them circumstantial explanations. They took me down to 
the concierge, who was pale with fear but confirmed what I had said. 

“ It seems we’ve got to take a look at that office.” 

We went up to our office in the lift and I led them into the 
confessional. 

“ Now, what is it you want to know? ” 

“ Well, we want to know what kind of ofiice this is and what people 
you’ve got here.” 

“ I’ll show them to you, that will be the best way.” I said to Maria: 
“Tell everybody to come here-^ — ” 

“Don’t you move,” one of them said to her and pushed the button 
on the desk. Carlitos, our office-boy, came in. 

“Hullo, kid, you’re buttons here, aren’t you? Now listen, get 
every one of the staff in here, just as if this gentleman here had sent 
for them. You know who he is? ” 

“Shucks, of course I know. You’ve missed the bus, I can tell you.” 

But he brought in our employees one by one. They stood in a silent 
semicircle and waited. 

“Now you can introduce them,” the leader of the pair said. 

“The best thing will be for you all to show your Union cards. The 
only person here who hasn’t got one is our chief — here he is — ^and he’s 
one of the partners of the firm.” 

The tv/o Milicianos accepted the facts, although they clearly 
showed their desire to search the office. Before they left, they fired off 
their parting shot: 

“All right — but we’ll come back. This outfit will have to be taken 
over. It’s good-bye to employers now, and you” — ^this was directed 
to our chief~-“ can look round elsewhere for your meal- ticket.” 

It was getting late for the Ministry; the Patent Departments would 
close within an hour, and there would be no taxis to be had. I walked 
down the stairs with the two Milicianos. Now they turned matey. 

“You know, my lad, what with you looking like a nob and with 
the figure on your cedula^ we thought you must be one of those 
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Falangists. Because they carry our Union cards in their pockets, you 
know. And then you turned up in the door of that robbers’ den! ” 

‘‘I looked in precisely because I was astonished to find anyone in 
that place just now — and so you’ve made me late for the Ministry 
with these papers of mine I ” 

We’ll take you there in a jiffy, don’t you worry.” 

Outside was a car and two militiamen with pistols from the 
Guartel de la Jvlontana in their belts. When they saw us coming, they 
laughed broadly. 

“ Have you bagged him? ” 

‘‘No, he’s one of ours, we’re going to take him to his Ministry.” 

That was my first experience in a requisitioned car with a self- 
appointed driver. We started with a violent jerk and shot down the 
Galie de Alcala in defiance of all traffic regulations. Passers-by raised 
their clenched fist, and we all, including the driver, returned the 
salute. The car responded with a swerve and the driver tore at the 
wheel so that w’e tumbled over one another. There was nothing to be 
done except to wait for the moment when the madly careering car 
would crash into another mad car or lorry passing us, brimful with 
Milicianos who would raise their clenched fists, or when it would 
dash on to the pavement, crush a couple of pedestrians and end up 
against a lamp-post. But nothing happened. We crossed the Paseo 
del Prado through a maze of boards and girders, the dismantled 
skeletons of fair-stalls and merry-go-rounds. 

When we came to the Ministry, my companions decided that they 
wanted to have a look at it; they had never been in a Ministry. 

Shock Police posts at the entrance would not let anyone through 
who did not possess a pass; when the militiamen walked up the broad 
stairs, trying to follow me, a corporal barked at them: 

"Where are you going? ” 

" We’re going in there with him.” 

"Are they coming with you, sir? ” 

"Yes.” 

" Have they got passes? ” 

"No.” 

"Then you have to ask for forms over there and wait for your 
passes.” 

"Well, if you come in, you know where to find me,” I said with a 
childish feeling of triumph. 

In the Register everything was topsy-turvy. A dozen employees of 
patent agencies were waiting in the hall, but the places behind the 
windows of the counters were deserted. A few of the employees of the 
Ministry were standing in the middle of the hall and discussing the 
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latest events with the others. One of the Register people saw me and 
said: 

‘‘If you’ve got anything for us, Sehor Barea, let me have it, I’ll 
register it for you. It’s not exactly my job, but no-one else has turned 
up. Well, one has — ^Don Pedro himself.” 

“I should have thought he would prefer not to leave his house 
to-day.” 

“You don’t know him then. Go in and see him.” 

Don Pedro was buried in mountains of papers and working 
feverishly. 

“ How are you, Arturo, do you want anything? ” 

“Nothing, sir. They told me you were here, and I came in to say 
good morning. I tell you frankly that I didn’t expect to see you 
to-day.” 

“What should I do in your opinion? Go into hiding? I’ve never 
done harm to anyone and I haven’t ever meddled in politics. Of 
course — Lhave my opinions which you know, Barea.” He changed to 
the more distant form of address. 

“ I know them; they seem to me a little dangerous just now.” 

“Of course they are. But if one has a clear conscience, one isn’t 
afraid. What I am, though, is shocked and horrified. Those people 
respect nothing. One of the priests of San Gines came to my house. 
He is still there, shivering and trembling, and making my sisters 
almost die of fright. And those burning churches ... I can’t believe 
that you approve of all this, although you do belong to the Left.” 

“ I don’t approve of it, but then I don’t approve of rifles stored in 
churches either, nor of conspiratorial meetings held by Christian 
Knights at two in the morning.” 

“They were forced to defend themselves.” 

“ So have we been, Don Pedro.” 

There we were off again, careful not to hurt each other’s feelings 
too much, neither of us hoping to come to any agreement with the 
other, yet both trying to behave as though discussions were still of 
value. I was not very attentive. I knew his arguments as much by 
heart as I did my gwn. I thought about the man himself. 

His religious faith was so strong, his integrity so complete, that he 
was unable to admit even the possibility that anyone professing the 
same faith might have a lower moral standard than he himself. He 
was a simple, childlike man who after the death of his parents had 
taken refuge in an almost monkish life together with his sisters; he 
had a private chapel in his house and thus was aloof from the political 
life of the sacristies; he neither smoked nor drank, and I imagined 
that he had never known a woman. 
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There was something else I knew about him. In 1930, a clerk in a 
patent agent’s firm had developed tuberculosis. He was earning 200 
pesetas per month, was married, and had two children. His illness 
had presented him with an insoluble problem. To give up work or to 
apply for admission to one of the State Sanatoria would have meant 
starvation for his family. The illness made rapid progress, and the 
moment came when he was unfit to go to work. His firm paid him 
three months’ salary and dismissed him. The employees of the private 
patent firms and of the patent departments in the Ministry collected 
money for him, and I asked the three chiefs of the Patent Office for 
their contribution. A few days later Don Pedro called me to his room 
and shut the door. He inquired about the result of the collection, and 
when I told him that it had netted four hundred pesetas, he ex- 
claimed: that was bread for one day, and hunger for the future. 
I explained that we were not able to do what would have been neces- 
sary, to provide a place in a sanatorium for the man and financial 
support for his family in the meantime. Don Pedro said that every- 
thing was settled, including the recommendation to the sanatorium 
which would cut short all the red tape; he was going to pay for the 
cure; I was to tell the consumptive man’s wife that his friends had 
collected enough money to pay her 200 pesetas per month for the 
duration of her husband’s illness. “Nobody will know, because we 
can manage all this between you and me.” 

It had been arranged as Don Pedro suggested. The clerk was 
cured, he lived with his family in the north of Spain. Neither he nor 
his wife ever learned what had happened. When the young man was 
dismissed from the sanatorium, Don Pedro had wept with joy. 

How could I have quarrelled with this man, whom I respected, 
much as I disagreed with ail his beliefs and political ideas? The dis- 
cussion dragged on painfully. In the end Don Pedro rose and held out 
his hand. 

“ I don’t know what is going to happen here, Barea, but if any- 
thing does happen ...” 

“ If anything happens to you, let me know.” 

I went out into the streets. 

The workers’ militias had occupied all the barracks of Madrid: the 
conscript soldiers had been discharged. The police had arrested 
hundreds of persons. News from the provinces was still contradictory. 
After a fierce battle, Barcelona was finally in the hands of the Repub- 
licans. So was Valencia. But the list of provinces which the insur- 
gents had caught by surprise was long. 

Grossing the Plaza de Atocha, I wondered what course the War 
Ministry would follow. A general mobilization? General Gastello had 
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the name of being a loyal Republican. But would he dare to arm 
the people? Would President Azaha bring himself to sign the 
decree? 

Milicianos had drawn a cordon across the Galle de Atocha. 

“You can’t get through, mate, they’re firing from the roof up here. 
Get yourself under cover round the corner.” I heard the crack of a 
rifle shot. Two Milicianos on the other side of the street fired back, 
one with a rifle, the other with a pistol. In the doorway of the house 
where I stood there was a cluster of people and two more militiamen. 

“ I think I can get through as long as I stick to the front of the 
house.” 

“ All right, if you like. Have you got papers? ” 

I showed him the U.G.T. card and he let me through. Shots 
crackled from the roof. I kept very close to the wall of the house and 
stopped when I had passed it. A group of men came out of the 
entrance. Two of them were carrying the limp body of a boy of 
sixteen. His head was oozing blood, but he was alive. He moaned: 
“ Mother— Mother ” 

The whole quarter of Avapies seemed in an uproar round the 
Plaza de Anton Martin. Shots sounded from many roofs. Milicianos 
were chasing snipers over the roofs and through the skylights. Some- 
body said that two or three Fascists had been killed in the GaUe de la 
Magdalena. But the people showed little alarm. Men, women, and 
children from the tenements were in the street, all looking up at the 
upper stories of the houses, all shouting and shrieking. 

A strong voice shouted the order which I then heard for the first 
time: “ Shut the balconies I ” 

The street resounded with the clatter of the wooden laths of win- 
dow and balcony blinds. Some windows stayed open, and people 
pointed at them with their fingers. 

“Sehora Mahal” someone kept on shrieking. After a while a fat 
woman came out on an open balcony. “ Shut your balcony, quick! ” 
And the fat woman rolled down the blinds without a word. 

Then it grew quieter. The houses showed blinded fronts. A little 
boy squeaked: “ That window’s open, over there I ” 

On a third floor a window stood wide open and its curtain flapped, 
leisurely. A Miliciano growled: “Some son of a bitch could fire at us 
from behind that curtain.” People round him began to scream: “ Shut 
that window!” The curtain went on flapping, like a challenge. A 
militiaman took up his stance on the opposite pavement and loaded 
his rifle. He took aim. The mothers clutched their children and 
edged away from the man, who stood in the middle of the deserted 
space and fired. Broken glass clinked. One of the men entered the 
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house and came out with a little woman, shrivelled and humped by 
old age, who cupped her hand to her ear. The others shouted in 
chorus: 

‘‘ Who's the tenant of the flat up there, Senora Encarna? ” 

When at last the old woman understood, she answered with per- 
fect gravity: 

‘‘And that's what you’ve called me for, children? That’s the stair- 
case window. The Fascists live on the first floor. They're bigoted 
devils, they are.'’ 

Within a few seconds the balconies of the first floor were thrown 
open. A Miliciano leant out from the last window in the row: 
“There’s nobody here — they've flown! 

Furniture and crockery rained down on the paving stones. 

The loudspeakers interrupted their music, and the crowd cla- 
moured for silence. The shower of furniture ceased. The Government 
was speaking: 

“The Government, on the point of finishing with the criminal ‘ 
sedition fostered by military who have betrayed their country, re- 
quests that the order now about to be re-established should remain 
entirely in the hands of the public forces of law and order, and of 
those elements of the workers' associations which, subjected to the 
discipline of the Popular Front, have sho\\n such abundant and 
heroic proof of lofty patriotism. 

“The Government is well aware that Fascist elements, in despair 
at their defeat, are trying to sham solidarity and join wth other 
turbid elements in an effort to discredit and dishonour the forces 
loyal to Government and People by displaying an alleged revolution- 
ary fervour which expresses itself in incendiarism, looting, and rob- 
bery. The Government commands all its forces, whether military or 
civilian, to quell any such disturbances wherever they may encounter 
them, and to be prepared to apply the utmost severity of the law to 
those who commit such offences. ...” 

The pieces of fxurniture stayed there, strewn over the pavement. 
Milicianos stood guard beside the spoils. 

The people clustering in ardent discussions were cheerful; now the 
insurrection was beaten, the Right would soon realize what Socialist 
rule would be like. The blindfolded, sombre street became illumi- 
nated and almost festive. 

At the entrance of the Calle de la Magdalena appeared three 
lorries packed with standing Milicianos who shouted rhythmically: 
“U.H.P.— U.H.P.~U.H.P.'' 

The street took up the cry, with raised fists. When one of the lorries 
stopped and the militiamen came tumbling out, the crowd clotted 
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around them. Many of the men had rifles and army leather-straps; 
there were some women in men’s clothes, in blue boiler-suits. 

“ Where have you come from? ” 

WeVe had a good day — ^weVe given the Fascists a beating they 
won’t forget so quickly — we’ve come from the Sierra — the Fascists 
are in Villalba, but they won’t have much guts left to come to 
Madrid. We met a lot of soldiers going in the other direction when 
we were coming back.” 

‘‘But how is it that they let you come back?” a stout woman 
asked a man who seemed to be her husband, a mason by the 
traces on his overall, in the middle forties, somewhat the worse 
for drink. 

“Now listen to her! Who would have the right to stop us? When 
we saw it would soon be getting dark, we all said it’s time to go home 
to bed, so that the ladies shouldn’t get frightened without us. Some of 
the lads stayed behind, but they had taken their wives along.” 

After supper a boisterous crowd thronged the streets, fleeing from 
the suffocating heat of their houses and still optimistically discussing 
the Government declaration and the impending end of the insur- 
rection. Rafael and I set out to make a round of the most popular 
meeting places of the quarter. I wanted to see the people. 

First we went to the Cafe de la Magdalena. It is a very old cafe and 
music-hall, where, in the last century, generations of gipsy dancers 
and flamenco singers had paraded, to be followed by “national and 
foreign dancers” who came nearer and nearer to strip-tease acts as 
the era of the cake-walk, machicha and rumba passed. There was 
always a core of simple-minded customers, workers, and strangers 
who came to have a drink and stare at crude variety numbers, and 
round them a fringe of prostitutes with their pimps lying in ambush 
and the police never far away. 

That night some two hundred people blocked the entrance, all 
trying to get in. Two Milicianos with rifles over their shoulders 
guarded the door. Rafael and I were determined to get through, and 
we made it. The rowdy who was porter and ticket-collector at the 
same time never asked for our tickets, but greeted us so unctuously 
with a “Salud, comrades,” that Rafael muttered: “He takes us for 
plain-clothes men I ” 

The huge saloon was crammed with couples of sweating men and 
women, who swayed and pushed in a futile attempt to follow the 
strident tune of the dance band, all braying brass and bleating saxo- 
phones. Above their heads hung a streaky pall of bluish smoke turned 
grey by the dust. They smelt like a truckload of sheep doused with 
cheap eau-de-Gologne. The men and women were clad in workmen’s 
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overalls as though in a uniform, and a pistol was stuck in almost every 
belt. The big Astra pistols from the Cuartel de la Montana glinted 
blue, and their burnished mouths glittered in the garish light. 

When the band stopped, the mass howled: ‘‘More — ^more!’’ They 
struck up the Himno de Riego^ the Republican anthem. The multitude 
sang the chorus to the words of the popular parody: 

Simeon had three old cats 
And gave them food on a plate . . . 

When it was over, they howled louder than before. The small jazz 
band intoned a crazy Internationale, with drums, cymbals, and 
jingling jazz bells. All the people stopped, raised their clenched fist, 
and sang religiously: 

Arise^ye starvelings fromyour slumbers^ 

Arise, ye criminals of want . . . 

A swarthy, bulky man with frizzed black hair falling over his ears 
and neck, a black-and-red scarf wound round his throat, towered 
above the others and roared: “Long live the F.A.L ! 

At the Anarchists’ war-cry, it seemed for an instant as though it 
would come to a brawl. The air was thick with insults. Black-and-red 
scarves gathered at the back of the saloon. Nervous fingers fumbled 
at belts and hips. Women squealed like cornered rats and clutched at 
their men. The Internationale broke off as though choked by a huge 
fist. 

A little man in the ludicrous coat of a waiter had jumped on to the 
dais and was screaming something, while the big white drum behind 
him made a frame for his contortions and punctuated them with its 
thuds. The crowd fell silent, and the little man shrieked with a 
grating voice: 

“Comrades” — he must have thought that he had better not use 
the Communist style of address alone, and corrected himself “ — or 
fellow-workers 1 We’ve come here to have a bit of fun — don’t forget 
we are all brothers in the struggle against Fascism, all brother 
workers— U.H.P.1” 

The saloon shook when the crowd repeated the three magic letters 
in a staccato rhythm. Then the band struck up a galloping fox-trot, 
the couples started to dance in a furious whirl. They had more room 
to dance now; many had left. 

Rafael and I were edging out, when a mass of flesh bulging out of a 
tight boiler suit hooked itself on to my arm, with opulent breasts 
almost at the height of my shoulders and a wave of cheap, cloying 
scent: “ Come on, sweetie, pay me a drink. I’m dying of thirst.” 
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I had seen her many a night walking on her beat at the corner of 
the Plaza de Anton Martin. I freed my arm. 

‘‘ I'm so sorry, but weVe got to go. We’ve been looking for a friend, 
but he isn’t here.” 

“I’ll come along with you.” 

I did not dare to give the woman an aggressive refusal; a mis- 
chievous phrase could easily provoke an attack from those tempera- 
mental so-called Milicianos, particularly as Rafael and I were too 
well dressed for the place. The woman clung to us until we came to 
the Plaza de Anton Martin. There we took her into the Bar Zara- 
goza, bought her a beer, and disappeared. She was swallowed by a 
delirious mass of half-drunken men and women, of pistols and black- 
and-red handkerchiefs, menacing splotches of colour in a swaying sea 
of heads. 

We crossed the street and went into Serafin’s tavern. The small bar 
was cluttered, but we walked through to the back room. There were 
familiar faces. Old Sehor Paco was there, the politicizing carpenter, 
with a new, shiny leather belt and the straps of a soldier, a rifle 
between his knees, holding forth to an enthralled audience: 

“As I say, we had a fine day in the open, there in the Sierra. Just 
as if we’d gone shooting rabbits. Near Villalba a post of Shock Police 
stopped us in the middle of the road, and sent us up to a hill-top 
between rocks and scrubs with a corporal and two constables. The 
wife had cooked a tortilla to take along, and Serafin had filled my 
leather-bottle with wine in the morning, so everything was fine. The 
worst of it was that we all got scorched among the stones there, 
because the sun shone straight down on us. But we didn’t see the tip 
of a Fascist’s nose, and we’ve had a very nice day. There were some 
shots from the direction of the road, and for a time we heard 
machine-guns, but very far away. The corporal said he had posted us 
there so that the others shouldn’t sneak through the hills, and he also 
said things were very serious over near Buitrago. Well, so that was 
that. We’ve eaten splendidly, my nose is peeling from the sun, and 
we’ve had a first-class day. Most of us came back in the evening. The 
Lieutenant of the Shock Police wanted us to stay, but what the hell, 
we aren’t soldiers, I said. Let them stay there, that’s what they’re 
paid for.” 

“ Are you going back to-morrow, Paco? ” 

“At six in the morning, if God will it. Well, of course, that’s just a 
manner of speaking, because we’ve done with that sort of thing now.” 

There was a man in the circle whom I had never seen before. He 
smelt of gasoline and had cold grey eyes and thin lips. He said: 

“ We’ve had an even better day. We’ve made a clean-up.” 
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“ Have you been chasing Fascists across the roofs? 

‘‘That’s for kids. We’ve been selling tickets for the Other World in 
the Casa de Campo. We led them out like sheep. A shot in the neck, 
and that was that. We haven’t got much ammunition to spare.” 
While he was speaking, his hand made a gruesome shadow-play in 
the air. Cold shivers ran up and down my spine. 

“ But that’s all the Government’s affair now, isn’t it? ” 

He stared at me with his frosted eyes. 

“ Mate — the Government, that’s us.” 

We talked of him while we walked home, Rafael and I. If that kind 
of person got power there would be a frightful slaughter. But it was to 
be hoped that the Government would step in. We looked at each 
other and shut up. 

When we came to the street corner where two Milicianos stopped 
us and asked for our papers, we heard from the far end of the Calle 
del Ave Maria the noise of shouts, running feet, a shot and a cry. 
Then the running feet sounded again, further away, and the street 
lay silent. The pair of Milicianos did not know what to do. One of 
them turned to us: “ Shall we go? ” 

The street was deserted, but I sensed the people whispering behind 
the closed doors of the houses. One of the Milicianos loaded his rifle, 
the other followed suit. The bolts clanked loudly. Down the street 
someone cried: “ Halt ! ” 

The militiamen answered the shout. Tw^o shadows moved towards 
us, keeping close to the walls. Before our groups met, we saw the dead 
man. 

He was lying across the gutter, a tiAy black hole in his forehead. 
He had a cushion of blood under his head. The fingers of his outfiung 
hands were contracting. The body jerked and then lay still. We bent 
over him, and one of the Milicianos lit a match close to his mouth. 
The little flame burned unwaveringly and lit up the gaping face and 
glazed eyes. The big black-and-red scarf looked like a wound in the 
throat. It was the 'man who had shouted “ Long live the F.A.I. ! ” in 
the Cafe de la Magdalena. 

One of the Milicianos said philosophically: “One less.” Another 
went to telephone. Three mounted guard over the corpse. The house 
doors opened and curious faces drew near, grey disks in the darkness. 

I could not sleep. The heat choked me, and through the open 
balcony entered the noise of the street and the music from the loud- 
speakers. I got up and sat on the balcony in my pyjamas. 

I could not continue to drift. 

When I had gone to the People’s House on Saturday, I had done 



so because I wanted to serve in the ranks of the anti-F ascist formations 
in the capacity in which I would be most useful. I knew that what we 
lacked and needed above all were ofEcers, closely knit groups of 
trained men who could lead and organize militias. I was ready to 
volunteer for such work and to exploit my hated experiences in the 
Moroccan War. But then Azaha had nominated the Government of 
Martinez Barrios with Sdnchez Roman as a discreet negotiator, a 
Government clearly created so as to make a deal with the rebels, and 
when the Commander of the Socialist Militia had told his men to 
accept it with discipline, even while the masses were roaring with 
fury and forcing the President to rectify his step within an hour, I had 
walked out. I was unable to submit to this sort of blind political 
discipline. 

I had rubbed elbows with the mass of Milicianos, of people calling 
themselves Milicianos and accepted as such, for three days and 
nights. This was a pseudo-military machinery of which I did not 
want to become a part. 

But I could not continue on the fringe of events. I felt the duty and 
I had the need for action. The Government stated that the rising had 
finished, but it was evident that the contrary was true. The rising had 
not yet begun in full earnest. This was war, civil war and a revolu- 
tion. It could not finish until the country had been transformed either 
into a Fascist, or into a Socialist state. I did not have to choose be- 
tween the two. The choice had been taken for me by my whole life. 
Either a Socialist revolution would win, or I would be among the 
vanquished. 

It was obvious that the vanquished, whoever they would be, would 
be shot or locked up in a prison cell. That bourgeois life to which I 
had tried to resign myself and against which I had been struggling 
had ended on the i8th of July 1936. Whether I would be among the 
victors or the vanquished, a new life had begun. 

I agreed with Prieto’s statement in Informaciones: This was war, and 
a long war at that. ^ 

A new life meant hope. The revolution which was the hope of 
Spain was also my own hope for a fuller, cleaner, more lucid 
life. 

I would get away from the two women. Somewhere I would be 
needed. I would shut myself up in work as though behind the walls of 
a fortress. For the Government simply had to take things in hand. 

And supposing it was unable to do so? If revolution meant the 
right to kill with impunity — ^where would we end? We would kill 
each other for a word, for a shout. The revolution, Spain’s hope, 
would turn into the bloody orgy of a brutal minority. If the Govern- 
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merit was too weak, it was up to the political groups to take the lead 
and to organize the fight. 

But I was still under the impression of what I had seen that very 
night in the quarter of El Avapies. I had seen the mass of prostitutes, 
thieves, pimps, and gunmen in a bestial frenzy. This was not the mass 
which had stormed the Cuartel de la Montana, mere human bodies 
against machine-guns. This was the scum of the city. They would not 
fight. They would not carry through a revolution. But they would 
rob, destroy, and kill for pleasure. 

I had to find my own people. That carrion had to be swept away 
before it infected everything. We needed an army. To-morrow, to- 
day, I would go and see Rubiera. We would work together once again, 
as we had done years before, and we would achieve something useful. 

For a short while I dozed on the balcony. One of the children in 
the room behind me began to cry. I wondered what would happen to 
my children. The office was going to stop work. On what were the 
people out of work going to live? I had the means to hold out for 
months; but what would happen to those who lived on their weekly 
wages and had received their last pay envelope on Saturday the i8th? 

A motor-horn was barking impatiently down in the street. It was 
daybreak. My boy in there was crying more loudly. The door of our 
house clanked open and Manolo, the concierge’s son, came out, 
leather straps, rifle and all. I called down: ‘‘Where are you going?” 

“To the Sierra, with the boys here. There will be a bit of shooting. 
Do you want to come along?” 

The lorry was full of militiamen in the blue boiler-suits which by 
now seemed to have become a uniform. Most of them wore the five- 
pointed star of the Communists. There were three girls among them. 

The lorry lumbered up the street, its occupants singing at the tops 
of their voices. Downstairs a door was thrown open; the smell of 
freshly made coffee was wafted up to my balcony. I dressed and went 
down to Emiliano’s bar. The manager, Emiliano’s brother, had red- 
rimmed eyes, puffed with sleeplessness. 

“It’s a dog’s life. Emiliano will have to come here and do his own 
work. To-morrow I’m going to the firont.” 

The first customers drifted in, the night-watchman, the Milicianos 
who had been on guard in the street, the baker’s men^ a driver. 

“Salud!” 

“SaludI” 

A band of sparrows was pecking among the paving stones and hop- 
ping on the balcony rails. From a window high up came the call of a 
turtle dove: “Pal-pa-la — ^pal-pa-la!” 

The street was deserted and flooded with peace. 
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IX. MAN HUNT 


T he work at our office was practically at a standstill The firm 
was faced with the problem of whether to carry on in a void, 
or to shut down altogether and to risk being taken over by a 
workers’ committee. For at that time, such committees had 
begun to take control of private firms, factories, and tenements in 
each case in which the owners were known to sympathize with the 
Right or had deserted their offices and buildings, either because they 
were guilty of conspiracy with the rebels or because they were afraid 
of staying on. In this emergency, the workers and employees set up 
committees which carried on the work; other committees were 
formed by trade unions, and imposed their control on firms the 
owners of which were suspect. 

This movement was an act of self-defence against economic col- 
lapse. It developed without order or concerted action, and there 
were many cases of bad faith or crude theft. Yet with all its blemishes 
and errors, it prevented Madrid from being starved within one week, 
and it prevented the black market from flourishing. 

Our chief decided that to maintain his unproductive business 
would be a lesser evil. It looked as though the situation would soon 
be settled by events outside his control. Already on July the i8th, one 
of our staff had disappeared and not even his family knew his where- 
abouts. Two of our men who had been officers reported to the War 
Ministry and were posted away from Madrid. Our two German 
employees had vanished. There were three men and four typists left, 
apart from myself and Garlitos, the office-boy. We agreed to keep the 
office open from ten to twelve. There were no further difficulties, 
since the patent business had nothing to do with the war, involved 
nothing but papers, and did not arouse the interest of any of the 
workers’ groups which assumed control of undertakings whose pro- 
ducts had more immediate value. 

My brother Rafael was the accountant of a perfumery whole- 
saler’s. His chief was an intelligent autocrat hated by the whole staff; 
within twenty hours of the murder of Calvo Sotelo he had crossed the 
frontier together with his family. His staff took over the store, with 
the backing of the Communist Party to which the most active of the 
employees belonged, and tried to carry on the business on which 
their living depended. As I had time hanging on my hands, I often 
went there and observed how it worked; but the same thing hap- 
pened in some hundreds of warehouses and stores all over Madrid. 
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Simultaneously, each trade union and each party group began to 
organize its own militia. That was the time of the militia battalions 
with high-flown names apparently taken from penny dreadfuls, such 
as the “Red Lions” or the “Black Eagles”. 

It was also the time of the vouchers. 

One morning, two militiamen with rifles over their shoulders and 
the black-and-red scarf of the Anarchists wound round their throats 
turned up at my brother’s store and presented him, as the man in 
charge, with the following voucher: 

Valid for 

5,000 safety razors 

5,000 sticks of shaving soap 

100,000 razor blades 

5.000 botdes of branded eau-de-Cologne 

10 50-litre flagons of barber’s eau-de-Cologne 

1.000 kilos of toilet soap 

My brother refused to accept the voucher: “ I’m sorry, but I can’t 
give you what you ask for. And by the way, whom do you want all 
this for?” 

“Look at the stamp: the Anarchist Militia in the Circulo de Bellas 
Artes. . . . What do you mean, you can’t let us have it? That’s a joke.” 

“No joke at all, mates. I wouldn’t accept that kind of voucher 
unless it was endorsed by the War Ministry.” 

“All right, then we’U take you with us.” 

To be taken to the Circulo de Bellas Artes meant the risk of being 
found at dawn in the Casa de Campo, with one’s neck shattered by a 
bullet. The two Milicianos were alone, while there were plenty of 
men with pistols in their pocket about in the store. My brother told 
the two to wait and rang up the command of the Anarchist Militias 
in the Circulo. They had not heard of the voucher and asked my 
brother to bring the two Milicianos and the voucher to them. There 
it turned out that the men had attempted a bold theft; the Anarchists 
shot them that night. 

Yet vouchers which had to be accepted piled up on my brother’s 
desk, papers which no-one would ever redeem. The only money 
which reached the cashier came in payment for the scanty orders from 
tradesmen carrying on their business, but as no credit was granted 
any more, they bought nothing but goods whose sale was absolutely 
certain. Food began to be frightenii^ly scarce. 

The trade unions which enforced the acceptance of their vouchers 
could not refuse to issue meal vouchers to their members. They had 
taken over many cafes and restaurants in the city; when a trade union 
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member wanted a meal, he was given a stamped voucher from his 
organization and went to one of its restaurants. Meal vouchers be- 
came valid tender when wages began to peter out. At first, people 
squeezed in at small cafe tables as best they could. Then the tables 
were pushed together in the middle of the room and converted into 
long mess tables. People sat down next to each other as they arrived, 
though they tried to snatch a seat near the kitchen door. Meals were 
distributed ^t one o’clock sharp. There was no bread; many people 
brought a roll or a chunk of bread along in their pockets. A stream of 
women and children passed through, all coming to carry their food 
home in a pot tied into a napkin or large handkerchief. The menu 
was based on rice and potatoes boiled with meat, the ration was 
practically unlimited. Albacete was in the hands of the Government, 
so that conununications with Valencia were safe, and Valencia 
poured the rice and potatoes into Madrid, where all supplies were 
taken over by the trade unions. Each organization seized as much as 
possible and shared the food out among the communal restaurants 
under its control. Empty churches served as storehouses. The smell of 
a badly kept grocer’s shop streamed out into the streets from wide 
open church doors. 

In my brother’s office the staff distributed the money among them- 
selves at the end of the month, and the meal vouchers every day. But 
their stock of perfumery goods was rapidly dwindling. They were 
beginning to feel desperate. 

The Government was powerless in face of the chaos. There was no 
group which would accept orders from it. 

The political parties were subdivided into their local branches, 
the trade unions into trade groups as well as local branches. Each of 
the groups and branches set up its own communal feeding centre, its 
own supply service and storehouse, its own noilitia battalion, its own 
police, its own prison, its own executioners, and a special place for its 
executions. They all made propaganda to attract new members, 
except for the U.G.T. The walls of Madrid were covered with 
appeals: “Join the C.N.T.” “Join the Communist Party! ” “Join the 
P.O.U.M.” The Republicans pure and simple did not count. People 
flocked to the centres of the organizations, let ‘themselves be intro- 
duced by one or two old members, and obtained a membership card. 

Fascists found this a useful subterfuge. They selected the groups 
which were least strict in their requirements and joined in large 
numbers. Some people paid heavily for a membership card ante- 
dated by two or three years. With this backing, Fascists would com- 
mandeer their own cars and use them to save their friends and to kill 
off their enemies. Criminals found cover by the same method. They 
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too, would form their own police and proceed to rob and kill with 
impunity. No-one was safe. Consulates and embassies opened their 
gates to refugees; some of them set up refuges on a grand scale, ran 
them as luxury hotels and bought whole houses for the purpose. 

Side by side with all that chaos, misery, and cowardice, the other 
thing which was alive behind the bombastic names of Red Lions and 
Black Eagles began to assume shape. The excursions to the Sierra 
were stopped. Positions were established in the hills. Loyal officers set 
out to mould that embryo of an army. Every group could create a 
militia battalion, but now the arms, the few arms available, were in 
the hands of the War Ministry; they were distributed to the volun- 
teer militias, but they in turn had to accept the Ministry’s rule in 
order to exist. At the same time, parties and trade unions competed 
in showing each other a model of discipline and bravery. 

The Rebel Army under General Mola was thrown back behind 
Villalba; Toledo was retaken; Saragossa was attacked through the 
province of Huesca; a force was landed in the Balearics; Ceuta was 
raided. 

But there was still no cohesion, although there was plenty of 
enthusiasm. Party pride seemed stronger than the feeling of common 
defence. A victory of an Anarchist battalion was paraded in the face 
of the Communists; a victory of a Communist unit was secretly 
lamented by the others. The defeat of a battalion was turned into 
ridicule for the political group to which it belonged. This strength- 
ened the fighting spirit of the individual units, but also created a 
hotbed of mutual resentment damaging the military operations as a 
whole and circumventing a unified command. 

I had gone to see Antonio, the Communist, and! Carlos Rubiera, 
the Socialist. I told Antonio that I wanted to work, but refixsed to 
join a party militia; the leaders of the Clerical Workers’ Union, which 
I had helped to found together with Rubiera five years earlier, told 
me that I might be useful in helping to organize the Clerical 
Workers’ Battalion. I tackled the task with something like despair. 
I doubted the response of the white-collar workers. 

They allotted us a commandeered house with a tennis court in the 
aristocratic Barrio de Salamanca. Fifty volunteers started their mili- 
tary training on that court. We had our theoretical instruction in the 
enormous marble hall with its pretentious doric columns; there we 
ranged benches taken from a near-by school, installed a dais, a 
huge blackboard and a map of Spain. The War Ministry let us have 
two dozen rifles and one spare cartridge case per rifle. 

I made them form platoon on the tennis court and began to lec- 
ture them on the handling of a lifle. Before me I had a double file of 
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anaemic faces perched on starched collars, with a sprinkling of 
coarser heads topping blouses or braided, tight-fitting livery coats; 
most of my volunteers were clerks, but a few were office-boys and 
messengers. Some were very young and some old. Many had spec- 
tacles which made their eyes glitter and their faces look nervous. 

After the first two minutes of my instruction one of the recruits 
stepped out of the file. 

‘"Now look here, all that’s stuff and nonsense. The only thing we 
need to know is how to shoot. Then give us a rifle and we’ll march to 
wherever we have to. I haven’t come here to play at soldiers.” 

I ordered them to fall out, took them to the hall and stepped on to 
the platform. 

“Now, you all want a rifle and you all want to go to the front to 
fire off your rifle and to kill Fascists. But none of you wants to go 
through the military instruction. Now, suppose I give a rifle to every 
one of you this moment, pack you into a couple of lorries and place 
you on the crest of the Sierra — ^in face of Mola’s army, with its 
officers and sergeants who are used to giving commands, and its 
soldiers who are used to obeying orders and who know what each 
order means. What would you do? Each of you would run about by 
himself and fire off bullets, I suppose. Do you think the men you 
would have to face are just rabbits? And even if you went shooting 
rabbits in a party of ten or twelve, you’d have to know how to do it 
if you didn’t want to shoot each other.” 

We went back to the tennis court and continued the instruction. 
Many times I was interrupted when someone exclaimed: “We’re 
wasting our time — ^anybody knows how to throw himself down when 
he’s got to! ” It was the same with each new batch of volunteers. But 
slowly a unit began to emerge, although it still had nothing but two 
dozen rifles passed from platoon to platoon. It was the beginning of 
the Battalion La F\umay The Pen. 

In those days, Angel practically lived in my flat. Since his wife had 
gone away, he helped Aurelia with the house, the children and the 
shopping, as he had done in the first weeks of our acquaintanceship. 
He knew so many people in the quarter in which he had been born 
and bred that he always found something for our meals. One day he 
turned up pushing a wheelbarrow with two sacks of potatoes, and 
followed by a train of women. He stopped before the door of our 
house and cried: 

“ Make a queue, please.” 

The women obediently stepped into line, and Angel produced a 
scale and weights out of thin air, by a conjurer’s trick. 

“Two pounds each, my girls, and mind no-one comes twice ! ” 
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When the potatoes in the first sack had disappeared, Angel opened 
the second sack and swept the queue with a glance. 

‘"Friends, I need potatoes myself. These here are for me.” He 
weighed out twenty pounds and put them in the first sack. "‘And 
now let’s get rid of what’s left.” 

Angel went for potatoes to the market of Mataderos where the 
goods trains were unloaded. His quick tongue always secured him the 
friendship of the man in charge of the distribution to the tradesmen. 
He was a street-vendor himself, he would say; that was what he did 
for his living, and the poor people of El Avapies got something to eat 
as well. ‘"Now look, mate. Here you are giving the potatoes to a 
shopkeeper of the Barrio de Salamanca, so that he can feed the nobs 
and Fascists. Won’t you let me have two sacks?” Then he would 
invite the man to a cup of coffee and cognac early in the morning and 
get his two sacks. Once the Anarchists from a branch in the neigh- 
bouring street wanted to expropriate the two sacks of potatoes, but 
the women almost rioted against them, and Angel obtained the pro- 
tection of the Anarchists’ leaders. 

Then came days when even Angel found no potatoes, because no 
potatoes reached Madrid. Aurelia took the children to her parents. 
I was about to leave the flat, when Angel said: “ If you’ll come to my 
room with me. I’ll go along with you. I’ve nothing to do to-day.” 

I accompanied him to the Galle de Jesds y Marfa. The street 
begins in the Plaza de Progreso, among the houses of well-to-do 
people, and for a stretch of fifty yards the inhabitants of its old houses 
are small tradesmen and skilled workers. So far the street is paved 
with big square porphyry blocks. Then it narrows down and changes 
its face. The paving is made of sharp-edged pebbles, the houses are 
low, squalid, and rickety, the people who live in them are very poor 
workers and prostitutes. The tarts lounge in the open doors and fill 
the street with their quarrels. 

Angel lived on the ground floor of a small tenement house stuck 
between two brothels. His flat was a single big room divided into a 
bedroom, dining-room, and kitchen by thin partition walls. There 
was nothing in the bedroom but a double bed and a night table. The 
kitchen was half the size of the bedroom. Light and air entered 
through the door and through a barred window which opened on to 
a courtyard three yards square, containing the lavatory for all the 
tenants of the ground floor and the water tap for the whole house. 
The room, now deserted, smelt of mildew and urine. I waited for 
Angel while he changed in the bedroom. 

Suddenly, an explosion shook the house. Angel came out, still 
struggling into his coat. Piercing cries and the patter of feet sounded 
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outside. Angel and I went out into the street. People were running 
wildly. A few yards away, several women were lying on the ground 
and shrieking. One of them was dragging herself along on a belly 
torn to bleeding tatters. The walls of the houses and the paving 
stones were spattered with blood. Then we were ail running towards 
the injured. 

In the last house of the wide stretch of the street was a clinic for 
nursing mothers. At that hour there had been a queue of women, 
most of them carrying a child, waiting for the distribution of milk. 
A few yards further down, prostitutes had iJeen following their trade. 
A bomb had fallen in the middle of the street and sprayed the 
mothers and the street-walkers. A woman propped up on her bleed- 
ing arm-stump gave a scream and let herself drop heavily. Near me 
was a bundle of petticoats with a leg sticking out, bent at an impos- 
sible angle over a swollen belly. My head was swimming, I vomited 
into the gutter. A militiaman beside me cursed and was sick. Then 
he began to tremble and broke out into spasmodic laughter. Some- 
one gave me a glass of neat brandy and I poured it down my throat. 
Angel had disappeared. Some men were busy picking up the 
' wounded and the dead and carrying them into the clinic, A man 
stuck his head out of the gate, white hair and spectacles over a blood- 
stained surgeon’s overall, stamped his foot, and yelled: ‘‘No more 
room ! Take them to Encomienda! ” 

Shrieks sounded from the Plaza del Progreso. Angel was beside 
me, his coat and hands splashed with blood. 

“Another bomb in the Plaza del Progreso ! ” 

Groups of people came running down the street in frenzied fear, 
pairs of men carrying someone between them, women with children 
in their arms, all screaming and shrieking. I saw nothing but arms 
and legs and bloodstains in motion, and the street rocked before my 
eyes. 

“ Go to Encomienda! There’s been one here too.” 

The whirling mass of arms and legs disappeared through the Calle 
de Esgrima. 

We went back to Angel’s flat and washed. Angel changed again. 
When we came out of the house, the neighbours told us that a plane 
had flown low over Madrid from north to south, dropping bombs all 
along its course. It had left a trail of blood from the Puerta de Toledo 
to Cuatro Caminos. By accident or because the pilot guided himself 
by the open spaces, most of the bombs had fallen in public squares 
and many children had been hit. 

That was on the 7th of August 1936. That evening and that night, 
Fascists were firing from windows and from skylights. Many hun- 
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dreds were arrested. There were mass executions of suspects during 
the night. 

Antonio sent for me while I was at home in the evening. The local 
branch of the Communist Party was organizing pickets to paint the 
street lamps blue and to see to the black-out. Rafael, Angel, and I 
went. We worked in small groups, each protected by two armed 
Milicianos; but it was an almost hopeless task to improvise a black- 
out in August, in Madrid. Shuttered houses were stifling. It was im- 
possible to stay in any public place with the shutters closed. We had 
to compromise. People were to avoid the rooms facing on to the 
street and stay in the inner rooms, using only candles. It was easy to 
paint the street lamps blue, with a mixture of water, aniline dye, and 
plaster; only a few tenuous, white rays filtered through. We turned 
off every other lamp. 

The streets looked ghostly in our wake, night-black, with white 
dots on the pavements and blue, sickly blobs of light a little higher 
up in the dark. Sometimes the front of a house was lit by the fugitive 
glow of a candle carried through a room in the house opposite, which 
turned a balcony into a yellow square of light, streaked by the black 
lines of the railing, and leapt distorted along the walls. The people 
thronged the streets as they did every night, but they were only half 
visible in the penumbra, shapeless black bulks from which voices 
came and, at intervals, the dazzling spark of a lighter or the little red 
glow firom a cigarette oudining a few heads. 

Some lorries arrived carr>ing Milicianos returning from the 
Sierra and firom Toledo. Their headlights were switched on; the 
crowds caught in their beams looked livid and naked. The cry went 
up: The lights — turn out the lights ! ” 

Brakes screeched, and the lorries rolled slowly on amid the sound 
of breaking chairs and pitchers. The red light of the rear lamps 
glowed like a bloodshot eye. In the darkness it was as though night- 
mare monsters were panting there, about to spring. 

By midnight the whole quarter lay in deep shadow. In the Calle de 
la Primavera we stopped under a street lamp which had been for- 
gotten. One of us climbed up, while another reached him the brush 
soaked in blue dye. A shot cracked, a bullet ricochetted on the wall 
above the lamp. Somebody had shot at us from one of the houses 
opposite. The people lounging in the street took refuge in doorways. 
We marched out the tenants of the four houses from which the shot 
might have come. The concierge and neighbours identified them one 
by one. Then we weeded out those who had been in the street from 
the others, and started to search each fiat in turn. All the tenants 
surged after us and asked us to go into their flats with them; they 
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wanted to clear themselves, and at the same time they were afraid 
that a stranger might have hidden in their rooms. We searched 
through attics and lofts full of cobwebs and old rags, we climbed up 
and down stairs, we caught dust and dirt on our clothes and banged 
against rafters and invisible nails. At four in the morning we had 
finished; we were filthy and sleepy, it was broad daylight, but we had 
not found the sniper. Somebody had brought a huge pitcher filled 
with steaming coffee and a bottle of brandy. We drank greedily. 

One of the men said: “That bird’s saved his skin.” As though in 
answer, Angel exclaimed: “Let’s go to Mataderos and see the ones 
who were polished off this time.” 

At first I refused to go, and then I suddenly gave in. It was easier. 
I dug my fist into Angel’s ribs and said to him: “You’re a brute — 
after what we saw yesterday afternoon, too ! ” 

“ God save us — come along, then you’ll get rid of the bitter taste of 
seeing those mangled kids yesterday. Do you remember the woman 
with child, who had her leg doubled up on her navel? Well, she was 
still alive and she gave birth in the clinic. Then she died. A boy, it 
was. Nobody in the whole quarter knows her.” 

The executions had attracted far more people than I would have 
thought possible. Families with their children, excited and still 
drowsy with sleep, and militiamen with their girls were walking along 
the Paseo de las Delicias, all in the same direction. Requisitioned cars 
and lorries were passing by. Crowds and cars had collected at the 
entrance to the vegetable market and the slaughter-houses at the 
Glorieta. While carts and trucks with green vegetables came and 
went, militia pickets on duty meandered round and asked anyone 
who caught their fancy for his papers. 

Behind the slaughterhouses a long brick wall and an avenue with 
stunted little trees, not yet rooted in the sandy soil under that ruth- 
less sun, run along the river. The landscape is arid and cold with the 
chill of the cemented canal, of sand, and of dry, yellow tufts of grass. 

The corpses lay between the little trees. The sightseers ambled 
from one to the other and made humorous remarks; a pitying com- 
ment might have provoked suspicion. 

I had expected the bodies. Their sight did not shake me. There 
were about twenty of them. They were not mangled. I had seen far 
worse in Morocco and on the day before. But I was shaken by the 
collective brutality and cowardice of the spectators. 

Vans which belonged to the City of Madrid arrived to collect the 
corpses. One of the drivers said: “Now they’re going to water the 
place and make it nice and spruce for to-night.” He chuckled. It rang 
hke fear. 
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Somebody gave us a lift back to the Plaza de Anton Martin. We 
entered Emiliano’s bar to have our breakfast. Sebastian, the con- 
cierge at Number Seven, was there with a rifle leaning behind him. 
He left his coffee when he saw us and started to explain with extrava- 
gant gestures: ‘"What a night — I’m dead beat! I’ve accounted for 
eleven.” 

Angel asked: ‘‘What is it you’ve done? Where have you been? ” 

“In the Pradera de San Isidro. I went with lads of my union and 
we took some Fascists with us. Then friends from other groups turned 
up and we had to lend them a hand. I believe we’ve got rid of more 
than a hundred this time.” 

I felt hollow in the pit of my stomach. Here was somebody whom I 
had known almost since I was a child. I knew him as a cheerful, 
industrious man who was fond of his children and of other people’s 
children; doubtless rather crude, with little brains, but all the same 
honest and forthright. Here he was turned into an assassin. 

“But, Sebastian — ^who dragged you” — I used the formal pronoun 
usted instead of the customary, familiar tu — “who in the world has 
dragged you into such things?” 

He looked at me out of shame-filled eyes. 

“Oh well, Don Arturo” — he did not dare to speak to me in the 
way he had spoken for over twenty years — “you’re not going to start 
with sentimentalities, I hope. We must make an end of all those 
Fascist swine.” 

“That’s not what I was asking you. I want to know who dragged 
you into these doings.” 

“Nobody.” 

“Then why are you doing it? ” 

“Well, someone has to.” 

I said nothing and he began to stammer. 

“ The truth is . . . the truth is, to tell you the truth in confidence . . . 
it’s like this. You know I found work a year or so ago with a recom- 
mendation from the C.E.D.A., which my landlord got for me. And 
after the February elections I didn’t need their scrap of paper any 
more and went back to my own Union, of course. The boys all pulled 
my leg because I had belonged to the C.E.D..A, and becatise they 
said I had turned a reactionary, and so on. Naturally I told them I 
was as good a revolutionary as they. Then one day they took some 
Fascists for a ride and one of our boys said to me: ‘Now then, up 
with you, come on, as you’re always talking of killing Fascists.’ And 
you can imagine the rest. I was between the devil and the deep sea, 
because it was either the one or the other, either I had to finish off one 
of those poor devils, or the lads would have bumped me off. Well, 
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since then Fve simply been going there, and they tell me when there’s 
something doing.” 

He stopped and pondered, and then shook his head slowly. 

‘‘The worst of it is, you know, that I’m beginning to like it.” 

He stood there with a drooping head. It was repulsive and pitiful. 
Emiliano’s brother gulped down a glass of brandy and swore. I swore 
too. Then I said: 

“Sebastian, I’ve known you all my life, and I used to respect you. 
But now, I tell you — ^and you can denounce me on the spot — that I 
won’t ever speak to you again.” 

Sebastian lifted the eyes of a whipped dog, full of water. Emiliano’s 
brother blasphemed and smashed his empty glass on the marble 
slab: “Get out!” 

The man walked out meekly, with bowed shoulders. None of us 
saw him again, and days later we heard that he had gone to the front. 
He was killed by a bullet, in an attic in front of the Alcazar of Toledo. 

At eleven o’clock that morning, a middle-aged woman in black 
came to see me in the office. She was tearful and agitated: “ I’m Don 
Pedro’s sister. They arrested him this morning. I’ve come to you 
because he told me to get in touch with you if anything happened. 
... I don’t know where they’ve taken him, I only know that the men 
who came for him were Communists and took him away in a car.” 

I went to Antonio and explained the case. “If I were you, I 
wouldn’t interfere in this mess,” he said. “From what you tell me he’s 
a Rightist and known as such. So no-one can help him.” 

“All right, if we can’t save him that’s that, but we must try, and 
you’ve got to help me trying.” 

“ I’ll help you to find him if it’s true that our people have arrested 
him, but I won’t interfere in any other way. I’ve got enough un- 
pleasantness with these matters as it is.” 

We found out to which tribunal Don Pedro had been taken, and 
went there together. The men in charge let us see the denunciation. 
Whoever had written it knew the Ministry inside out; it described in 
great detail how Don Pedro had behaved on the day of Galvo 
Sotelo’s assassination, explained his religious creed and stated that he 
had a private chapel in his house and kept a priest in hiding there. 
The denunciation ended with the statement that he was a rich man 
and possessed a numismatic collection of considerable value. 

“You see, there’s nothing to be done,” said the man who showed 
us the papers. “ To-morrow we’re going to take him for a ride.” 

I took a deep breath and said: “You accuse him of belonging to 
the Right. He does. It is also true that he is a practising Catholic and 
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a rich man, if that's an offence, and that he has a collection of antique 
gold coins. But I don’t think that’s a crime.” 

It isn’t. We know that the fellow who denounced him is a son of a 
bitch who only put in that bit about the collection so as to make us go 
for the old man. Don’t you worry. We may take him for a ride, but 
we aren’t thieves:^’ 

I know, or I wouldn’t be working with the Party. But as you see, 
the only concrete thing against him is the story about the priest he’s 
hiding. It doesn’t surprise me of the man. I believe he would be 
capable of hiding me too if the Fascists were after me. But tell me, 
has that priest taken active part in the rising? ” 

‘‘I don’t think so. He’s just a priest of San Gines who’s got the 
jitters and gone into a burrow like a rabbit, but I don’t believe he’s 
any good for a man’s job any more, he’s over seventy.” 

‘‘Then you must admit that it wasn’t a crime to hide him. And 
now I’m going to tell you another thing the man you’ve arrested has 
done.” I told them the story of Don Pedro and the consumptive 
clerk. ‘‘It would be a crime to execute a man who had acted like 
that,” I ended. 

“I can’t do anything about it, my lad. What you can do, if you 
like, is to stand surety for his good faith yourself. The other members 
of our tribunal will see whether they find it a strong enough guaran- 
tee. But I would advise you not to do it, because we might just as 
easily have to lock you up yourself.” 

Don Pedro was set free that afternoon. I went again to see Antonio 
and reported the fact to him. 

“I knew it. They asked me plenty of questions about you. And 
apparently they couldn’t find anything concrete against the old man. 
It’s a pity that we can’t investigate every single case in the same way, 
but it’s quite impossible, I assure you.” 

He stopped and went on after a long pause: “You know I’m 
counsel for the defence on one of the tribunals? Come with me this 
afternoon, you can stay as a witness. We must finish half a dozen 
cases to-night. I personally believe that the Government ought to 
take the whole thing into its own hands. On the day of the bombing, 
the tribunals didn’t even sit and pass sentence, everyone who was 
brought in was shot, and that was that. The people wouldn’t listen to 
reason. The same thing happened when Badajoz was taken by the 
Fascists and' our people were slaughtered in the bull-ring there. 
Before that you could straighten out some of the cases, but now it’s 
getting more and more difiicult every day. The worst thing about this 
job I’ve taken on is that, in the long run, one is drawing suspicion on 
oneself by defending others and trying to see that things are done 
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decently. I think FU chuck it up and let them do their dirty work 
alone.’’ 

He took me to one of the most popular churches in Madrid, which 
had been turned into a prison and a tribunal. The offices had been 
installed in the rectory, the prison in the crypt. The church stood in a 
small, dingy street, but the old, two-storied rectory was embedded in 
high, modern buildings in one of the big streets of the town. We 
entered a narrow doorway and walked through a long corridor with 
stone walls and stone floor, dark, dank, and oppressive. Then the 
corridor turned at a right angle, and we stood in the entrance to a 
wide, flagged courtyard with two carpets of well-tended lawn in the 
middle and potted flowers along the walls. Before us was the huge 
coloured glass window in the back wall of the church. The sun shone 
on the bits of glass in their leaden frames and made them glint. 
Sparks of blue, red, green, and purple fell on flagstones, grass and 
walls, and the flagstones were mottled with green and the lawn with 
deep purple. While we walked past, each piece of glass in turn sent 
out a flash of its own pure colour. There was an age-old grape-vine 
covering the rectory wall with its green leaves and golden-green 
grapes, and a flock of sparrows which did not scatter at our steps. 

The militiamen on sentry duty sat on canvas chairs in the shade, 
smoking and contemplating the birds. 

Antonio and I climbed a narrow stairway and found ourselves in a 
room which must have been the parish priest’s. A missal lay open on 
a lectern near the balcony. Half of its left page was covered by a huge 
gilt Q fringed with red arabesques. The book was printed in a clear, 
old letterpress and the first letter of each chapter and each verse was 
painted by hand. The initials of the chapters were gilded, the initials 
of the verses were smaller and painted only in red. A voice at my 
back said: “ It is prohibited to take away the prayer book.” A Mili- 
ciano was sitting in the upholstered leather arm-chair behind an old, 
massive desk covered with green cloth. He was a boy of twenty-three 
or so, strong, with broad shoulders, a broad grin and broad, milk- 
white teeth. 

“You wouldn’t believe how many people are after that book. But 
it looks pretty here, don’t yoxi think? One of our comrades can sing 
Mass and sometimes he does it for us.” 

While we were chatting, another man entered, in the forties, with 
a fierce moustache, black and crooked teeth and lively grey eyes. His 
Salud sounded more like the growl of a dog than like a salute, and he 
started at once to swear, displaying an inexhaustible vocabulary of 
blasphemies. When he had vented his bad temper he dropped heavily 
into a chair and stared at us. 
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“Well,” he said after a while, “to-day we’ll liquidate all the 
Fascists we’ve got here. A pity it’s only half a dozen, I’d prefer six 
dozen.” 

“What’s bitten you to-day. Little Paws?” asked the young Mili- 
ciano. 

I looked at the older man’s hands. They were huge, with knotted 
fingers, and broad, chipped nails like spades, rimmed with black. 

“You can call me Little Paws as much as you like, but if I get hold 
of one of those dirty dogs to-day and smack his face, his head will fly 
off its socket. Do you know whom we found this morning in the 
meadow when we counted up? Lucio, the milkman, as cold as my 
grandfather in his grave. They shot him in the neck and the bullet 
came out through his Adam’s apple. You can imagine the row. One 
of our oldest Party comrades, turned to cold meat under our very 
noses! They stuck one of those little rubber balls for kids into his 
mouth so that he shouldn’t crack a joke. And for all I know, we 
rubbed him out ourselves, because we helped out some other com- 
rades when they came with their lot, and we didn’t know them. 
Somebody’s playing tricks on us. We went to see Lucio’s mother and 
she told us that last evening three comrades had come to fetch him in 
a Party car. She must have seen something in our faces, because she 
insisted we should tell her what had happened. And so we told her, 
and I won’t say any more about it. Now we’ve got to warn all our 
comrades to be on their guard and not fall into a trap, and we must 
try and catch out the others. What have you got there? ” 

“Three new-comers.” 

“That’s not much. All right, let’s settle yesterday’s lot.” 

The young Miliciano, Little Paws and a third taciturn man con- 
stituted themselves as a People’s Tribunal, with Antonio as counsel 
for the defence. Two Milicianos brought in the first prisoner, a 
twenty-year-old boy, his elegant suit dirty with dust and cobwebs 
and his eyelids reddened. 

“ Come nearer, my fine bird, we won’t eat you,” Little Paws jeered 
at him. 

The militiaman in the arm-chair took a list from the desk and read 
out the name and the details. The accused belonged to Falange; 
several comrades had seen him selling Fascist newspapers, and on 
two occasions he had taken part in street fights. When he was 
arrested, a lead cosh, a pistol, and a Falange membership card were 
found on him, 

“What have you got to say for yourself?” the judge in the chair 
asked. 

“Nothing. I’ve had bad luck.” The prisoner fell back into a 
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defiant silence, his head bent, his hands rubbing against each other. 
Little Paws leant forward from his chair: 

‘‘All right. Take him away and bring the next one.’’ 

When we were alone, the judge asked: “Are we all agreed? ” 

The three of them and Antonio all answered in the affirmative; the 
Fascist would be taken out and shot that night. 

The next to be brought in was a grey-haired man near the 
fifties, his face distorted by fear. Before the judge began to speak, he 
said: 

“You’re going to kill me, but I’m an honest man. I’ve worked all 
my life and I’ve earned everything I possess by my own labour. I’ve 
never mixed in politics.” 

Little Paws rose with a threatening movement, and for an instant I 
thought he was going to hit the man. “You shut up, you mangy cur !” 

The judge searched among the papers. There was a wallet among 
them, which Antonio grasped and searched. The judge said: 

“Be quiet. Little Paws. . . . We don’t kill anyone here if it isn’t 
necessary. But you’ve got to explain a few things. We have a concrete 
denunciation; it states that you’re a bigoted clerical.” 

“I’m a Catholic, but that’s no crime. There are priests who are 
Republicans.” 

“That’s true, there are some — though I wouldn’t trust them an 
inch. But the denunciation says that you’ve given money to the 
G.E.D.A,” 

“That’s a lie.” 

“Thirdly, one of your nephews who often comes to stay in your 
house is a Falangist, and one of the worst at that.” 

“ I won’t deny it. But what have I got to do with it? Haven’t any of 
you a relative who belongs to the Right? ” 

Antonio had been checking and comparing papers. Now he called 
me to him while the accused man went on explaining that he had a 
shop in the Calle de la Concepcion Geronima, that he never left his 
shop, that he never mixed in politics 

Antonio silently handed me two papers, one the denunciation, the 
other an I.O.U. for ten thousand pesetas, lapsed months before, 
“The same handwriting,” I whispered. Antonio nodded. “That’s 
why I wanted you to look at them!” He turned round and inter- 
rupted the prisoner in his stream of words: 

“Explain this.” He held out the I.O.U. 

“But there’s nothing to explain about it, it hasn’t anything to do 
with politics. I lent the money to an old friend of mine who was in 
difficulties. I hoped it would help him to get out of them, but it 
didn’t work. He’s a rolling stone, and he just spent it. I forgot about 
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the LO.U.5 1 simply happened to have it in my pocket-book with the 
other papers."’ 

‘‘We must check up on it. What’s your friend’s address? ” 

When he had given it, Antonio told the two Milicianos to take the 
prisoner out of the room. Then he put the two papers on the desk 
side by side. 

“We must clear up this story. We must get that other fellow here 
at once. You know I’m dead against those anonymous denunciations. 
If someone has something to denounce, let him come and do it face to 
face. As it is, we’re liquidating people who haven’t done anything, or 
who are just bigoted, and some who are just fools.” 

The young judge nodded. Little Paws muttered something. While 
they waited for the denouncer to arrive, they proceeded with the 
other prisoners. Three were sentenced to death in the half-hour’s 
interval. Then two militiamen brought in the man whose address the 
prisoner had given. He was still young, thin, with a tired face, his 
hands and legs trembling. Antonio showed him the anonymous letter 
at once. 

“You wrote this, didn’t yoli?” 

The man stuttered: “Yes . . . yes . . . I’m a good Republican, I’m 
one of your people . . .” Then his voice gained a little firmness: “That 
man is a dangerous Fascist, mates.” 

“Now then, we’re not your mates or anything of the sort. 
They didn’t feed me out of the same trough as you,” growled Little 
Paws. 

Antonio spread out the I.O.U. and asked: 

“ And this paper here — ^mate — ^won’t you tell us what it means? ” 

The man could not speak. He trembled and shook. Antonio sent 
the guard for the prisoner and waited until the two stood facing each 
other. Then he said: “ Well — ^here you have the man who denounced 
you.” 

“You, Juan — ^why? What have you got against me? You aren’t 
political either. And I have been like a father to you. There must be a 
mistake somewhere, gentlemen. But, let me see — this is your 

writing ” He suddenly screamed, shaking the other by the arm: 

“Answer me!” 

The denouncer lifted a pallid face with bluish lips which quivered 
helplessly. The other let go his arm and stared at us. Nobody spoke. 
Then Litde Paws rose and let his hand fall on the shoulder of the 
denouncer who jumped, and said: “You’ve got your packet, friend.” 

“ What are you going to do to him? ” asked the older prisoner. 

“Nothing. A bullet through his head, that’s all,” said Little Paws. 
“This swine’s blood must be blacker than the priest’s frock.” He 
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jerked his thumb towards the silken cassock hanging behind the 
door. 

The judge got up. “Well now, this affair is cleared up, you are 
free. And this other man stays here.” 

“But you can’t kill him for this, after all, it’s me whom he has 
denounced, and I forgive him as I hope God will forgive me.” 

“That’s our affair, don’t worry.” 

“But no, no, it’s my affair. I can’t go away from here before you 
give me your word that nothing is going to happen to him.” 

“Now look here, don’t be a damn’ fool, and get out of here,” said 
Little Paws. “You caught us in a soft hour, now don’t try to make us 
turn back, because then we might take you both for a ride. Hey, you 
there, take that man away and lock him up.” 

The two Milicianos led the denouncer away, but the man he had 
denounced refused to go. He implored and begged the tribunal and 
in the end knelt down. 

“I beg you, gentlemen — ^for the sake of your own mothers — of 
your children — of whatever you love in the world! I would never be 
free from remorse all my life. ...” 

“This fellow must have been to the theatre more often than was 
good for him,” shouted Little Paws. He took him by the elbow and 
lifted him from his knees without visible effort. “Now be off with 
you, go home and say a Paternoster if you like, and leave us alone.” 

I stood on the balcony and saw the man stumbling down the street. 
A cluster of people from the next house stared at him, then stared at 
the rectory door, and whispered among themselves. An elderly 
woman cried after him: “ Got out by the skin of your teeth, eh? ” 

The man glared at her as though he were drunk. 

The sixth prisoner was a coal merchant from the same street, a 
primitive man of tremendous physical strength, with a brutal, 
bloated face. The judge snapped at him: “So you’ve been paying 
money to Gil Robles — ^to the C.E.D.A. — ^have you? ” 

“Me?” The coalman opened his bleary eyes, “And you’ve 
dragged me here to tell me that? I’ve got nothing to do with that cur. 
I’m here because somebody’s out for my blood. But I’ve got nothing 
to do with that lousy fellow. I’m an old Republican, By this cross 1 ” 
He blew a loud kiss on his crossed thtimbs, black as cinder. The judge 
laid a receipt on the desk, “ Then what’s this? ” 

The coalman took it between his huge fingers and began to spell 
out: “ Confederaci6n Espanola de Derechas Autdnomas — C.E.D.A.? 
— ^what the hell — ten pesetas.” He gaped at us. “I don’t know what 
to say. I did pay them. But to tell you the truth, you see, a poor fellow 
like me isn’t much good at books and so on, and so when I saw all 
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those stamps and that bit about Confederation, I thought ‘ It’s the 
insurance’. And now it loolcs as if those dirty swine had stolen two 
duros out of my pocket and got me into the soup as well.” 

‘‘Do you realize that we can shoot you for paying money to the 
aE.D.A.?” 

“Me? Damnation! After they’ve stolen my money, too? You’re fit 
for the looney bin, the lot of you.” 

Little Paws hit him in the ribs so that he swivelled round and faced 
him. “You there — ^look me in the eyes and answer: Did you or did 
you not know that the money was for the C.E.D.A.? ” 

“Bugger, how often have I got to tell you the same thing over 
again? If I say so, then it is so, gospel truth. They’ve diddled me out 
of those two duros, as sure as my name’s Pedro. May God grant that 
they have to spend it on the doctor’s bill 1 ” 

“You speak of God quite a lot,” grumbled Little Paws. 

“As it comes, lad. It’s useful to have Him at hand so that you can 
swear at Him sometimes, and then He sometimes helps you out.” 

When the coalman was told that he was free, he said: “I knew it 
anyhow. The wife started weeping like a waterfall when your boys 
came to fetch me, but I told her you wouldn’t take me for a ride. Not 
me. The whole quarter’s known me for the last twenty years, and 
they can tell you whether anybody’s ever seen me mixed up with the 
priests. I was the first to vote for the Republic. Never mind, boys, 
anybody can put his foot in it from time to time. Gome along and 
have a drink on me now 1 ” 

We heard him lumbering down the creaking stairs. 

“That’s all for to-day,” said the judge. 

“You’ve put a fast one over on me — two out of six have got away. 
But at least we’ve got that nark left. I’ll settle accounts with him 
to-night, ’ ’ said Little Paws. 

We walked through the big, cool, stone nave of the church, 
through pools of deep shadow and swathes of coloured light. Some- 
one was singing a flamenco song high up in the dusk; metal tinkled. 
A Miliciano perched on the top of the High Altar was wrenching off 
brass candelabra and throwing them down into the hands of another 
who stood at the altar’s foot and dropped each piece on a mountain 
of metal scraps. “That’s aU for cartridge shells,” said Antonio. 

The wood of the altars was bare and ugly. The crippled images 
lying on the ground had lost their respectability. Old, worm-eaten 
wooden statues leered with noseless faces. Plaster-covered stuffing 
stuck out from many-coloured robes. From the gilt screen in front of 
the High Altar hung a collection box, its lid secured with a big lock 
and smashed by a hammer-blow. The Child Jesus lay on one of the 
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altar steps, a sky-blue ball spangled with silver stars, dangling a pair 
of minute feet and topped by a two-pronged stick. One of the prongs 
ended in the papier mache head of a fair-haired child with blue eyes, 
the other in a chubby, pink hand, its thumb doubled on the palm, 
the four other fingers sticking out rigidly. The tunic was missing, but 
a shabby coat was wrapped round the stick and turned it into a 
scarecrow, with the blond head hanging sideways and smiling 
archly. 

“ Put a cigarette in his mouth, then he’ll look like a good prole- 
tarian,’’ the Miliciano shouted from the height of the altar. “ Imagine 
all the money they got out of the silly, bigoted old women with the 
help of the little angel ! But if one of them had lifted the petticoats 
and seen that broomstick underneath, she would have fainted, don’t 
you think?” 

I thought of the stage-setting in the Church of San Martin as I 
used to see it when I was a boy: the image taken out of its niche on 
the eve of the Saint’s Day; the rural landscape rigged up with lamps 
hidden behind boards and empty sardine boxes lent by the fish- 
monger of the Calle de la Luna; the priest cursing the smell, while 
the pious women of the parish covered up those boxes with rugs and 
sheets in the sacristy; scarlet, gold-studded cloth hoisted on to the 
High Altar, the holes gnawed by mice in the course of the years dis- 
appearing in its rich folds; the trappings taken down at the end of the 
Novena, in a shower of dust and cobwebs, while the Saint’s image 
lolled on the floor like the wax doll in an empty shop window. 

Bit by bit, I recognized the pieces of scenery in the despoiled 
church before me. Here were the ladders of worm-.eaten pinewood, 
which had been blazing with votive candles. Here was the shrine, 
open and void. It smelt of rancid wax and crumbling wood. The 
empty space in the golden arch where the Child Jesus had been was 
festooned with spiders’ webs. 

Yet above the broken trumpery rose the inaccessible stone pillars 
and cross-vaults, dark with age and smoke. The organ towered across 
the nave and aisles. Late sunlight filtered through the windows in the 
slender lantern of the dome. 
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X. MENACE 


T he Battalion La Pluma, the battalion of the penpushers, was 
organized; it had its officers and formations which took over 
the new recruits; it had still no arms and no equipment. 
Gregorio, one of my office colleagues, was made its captain, 
mainly because his experience in dealing with Ministry officials 
seemed to make him particularly fit for negotiations with the War 
Ministry. He went there day after day, came back with empty hands 
and exclaimed that only the Anarchists were able to squeeze arms 
out of the Ministry’s depots, because they called the officers Fascists 
and traitors and threatened them with being taken for a ride if they 
did not give them arms. 

My own work as organizer and instructor was over. I had nothing 
to do. The couple of hours at the office were nothing. I hated having 
to go round Madrid as did so many thousand others, raising a 
clenched fist when a lorry with Milicianos passed, shouting “Long 
live” or “Down with” together with the crowd, saluting the body of 
fallen militiamen carried past under a red shroud, and being afraid 
of an error, a denunciation, a sniper’s bullet. 

In Serafln’s tavern we were talking of a man who had fallen in 
Toledo. Seraffn asked me whether I had known him. “Since he was 
so high,” I said and raised my fiat hand to indicate the height of a 
young boy. Two minutes later a couple of armed militiamen entered, 
with a little man at their heels, who pointed me out to them. The 
Milicianos took me by one arm each and said: “Gome along.” It was 
lucky that I was surrounded by people who had known me all my 
life. In the course of the explanations it emerged that the little man 
had denounced me as having given the Fascist salute. 

One morning, Navarro, our draughtsman, came to me with a 
crazed face. His two sons had been arrested and taken to the Circulo 
de Bellas Artes; the younger one had come back at 3xddnight, set 
free because he was not yet sixteen. He knew nothing about his 
brother’s fate. Could I do anything? I went to Fuiii-Funi and dis- 
cussed the case with him, but not hiding my opinion that it was 
hopeless, because the boy had been mixed in university brawls and in 
all probability wounded one of his adversaries. But we could at least 
attempt to find out his fate for certain. 

Funi-Funi found it out. The student had been shot in the Casa de 
Campo during the previous night; the family could try to find and 
take away his body, but it might already be bxuied in a cemetery. 
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I told the father. After this I did not see him for many days. Then I 
happened to go into the Tavern of the Portuguese, and there I found 
Navarro, drunk. He called me to his table and I sat down. We said 
nothing for a long while. Then he looked at me and said: 

‘‘What can I do, Barea? I don’t belong to the Right, as you know. 
I belong to you. But your people have killed my son. What can I 
do?” He flung his face down on to his crossed arms and sobbed. His 
shoulders heaved in jerks, as though someone were hitting him on the 
chin at regular intervals from under the marble table. I got up softly 
and left him. 

Angel established himself as my bodyguard. “You’re much too 
trustful, and say just what comes into your mind to anybody,” he 
declared. “Think of your row with Sebastian. If he takes it into his 
head to denounce you to his gang they’ll bump you off.” He went 
with me to the office in the mornings and waited patiently in the 
doorway until I came out. When I was talking to somebody he kept 
out of sight, but not out of reach of my voice. Whenever I tried to put 
him off, he would say: “I won’t go. You look too much like a 
Senorito, someone will have a go at you some day. But not while 
Angelito is with you.” 

In desperation I took Angel along when I visited Antonio another 
time to see whether he could not give me something useful to do. In 
one of the rooms of the Party Secretariat I saw thousands of books 
dumped on the floor. “The boys in the Sierra have asked for books, 
and so we’ve cleared out the libraries .of some of the Fascists,” said 
Antonio. “Let me handle this for you,” I begged him. “ I don’t think 
all these books are good reading for the Milicianos out there.” 
Nobody else seemed to bother, so I dived into the surf of books, 
together with Angel. There were some rare old editions which I sal- 
vaged, and text-books which were put aside and turned out to be very 
useful at a later stage. But after a week, when the books were classi- 
fied, I was again left without anything to do. 

Then I remembered the patent of a very simple hand-grenade 
which had gone through my hands. Its inventor, Fausto, was an old 
mechanic whom I had come to know well. The ordnance factory 
at Toledo had just taken up its production when the insurrection 
broke out. This was the kind of weapon which was needed now. I saw 
Fausto and asked what had been done about his invention. 

“I really don’t know. The officers of the factory have all dis- 
appeared, and now they’ve got a workers’ committee, and nobody 
knows anything about anything. I’ve been there.” 

“ Woiild you like me to get things going? ” 

He was delighted, but sceptical. I spoke of the matter to Antonio, 
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who had proved most accessible to me, and he in his turn sent me to 
see the Comandante Carlos of the 5th Regiment, 

The Communist Party had taken the first big step towards the 
formation of an arm> by organizing the 5th Regiment, not as a loose 
militia, but as a closely knit and disciplined body. Volunteers flocked 
to it. The idea caught on among the masses outside the political 
groups, because it seemed something beyond party ambition and 
propaganda. In those late August days the 5th Regiment was already 
a myth, as well as a very concrete fact. 

Its commander, Carlos, came from somewhere in Central Europe, 
I imagined, but he had lived in America for years and spoke excellent 
Spanish. I showed him the model of the grenade, explained its possi- 
bilities, and when I left he gave me an authorization to collect the 
several hundreds of grenades in stock in Toledo and to investigate the 
chances of resuming their production. He accompanied me through 
the vast building. I saw recruits dnlling, who moved and acted like 
trained soldiers, and I said so, profoundly impressed, but Coman- 
dante Carlos shook his head discontentedly. He wanted to show me a 
workshop for hand-grenades set up by Asturian miners; it did not 
belong to the 5th Regiment, but supplied ail the fronts. 

In the workshop, men and women were filling pieces of iron tubing 
with dynamite and fixing short fuses. We stumbled over dynamite 
cartridges, filled bombs and cigarette stubs in a hellish medley. I felt 
most uncomfortable. 

‘‘But, Carlos, this place is going to blow up any minute.” 

“I can’t do anything about it. They are free to do as they like. 
They’re under no kind of discipline, and nobody will ever persuade 
them that they are crazy, because they have been handling dynamite 
all their lives and think they know everything there is to know 
about it.” 

At eleven in the morning we left the workshop. At half-past eleven 
an enormous explosion shook the district of Salamanca, and the 
hand-grenade workshop was wiped out. 

A few days later, Fausto and I went to the ordnance factory in 
Toledo in a little car which the Communist Party had put at our 
disposal. 

The city of Toledo was in Government hands, but the Alcazar was 
held by a strong force of cadets, Falangists, and Civil Guards with 
their families, under the command of General Moscardo. They had 
ample ammunition and food stocks, and the old fortress, with case- 
mates scooped out of the living rock, defied the armament of the 
militia. The struggle had gone on since the beginning of the rebel- 
lion. The militia had occupied ail the buildings which dominated the 
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Alcazar and set up a battery outside the town on the other bank of 
the river Tajo. Several assaults had failed. At the time we went there, 
the Government had offered to pardon the rebels if they surrendered, 
and they had rejected the offer. There was talk of a new and final 
assault. There was also talk of the advance of an enemy column 
towards Toledo and Madrid. Oropesa had been taken by them. 

When we arrived at the ordnance factory down in the valley, we 
knew only that a workers’ committee had taken the plant under its 
control; but it became clear at once that there reigned an atmosphere 
of mutual distrust. Nobody knew anything, nobody was ready to 
make a decision. Fausto remembered in what part of the building 
the grenades were stored. We found them, but the man in charge 
said: 

^'You can’t take them away without an order from the War 
Ministry, approved by the Workers’ Committee.” 

“Never mind, we’ll settle that,” Fausto answered. “But the main 
thing is that you should go on producing them. ’ ’ 

“Well, you see . . . it’s like this: we do produce something.” 

They were producing “something” indeed, something which con- 
sumed material and justified the payment of wages. They had been 
producing thousands of screws needed for the grenade, and two 
workers at automatic lathes were continuing to produce them. Miles 
of steel wire had been turned into springs, and percussion pins were 
still being produced on a large scale, but none of the other parts of 
the grenade, not even the explosive chai'ge. 

“We had to shoot the explosives expert,” said the Responsable, 
“For sabotage. He absolutely refused to give us explosives for rifle 
cartridges, so we confiscated his whole stock. But then the cartridges 
exploded. So we had to shoot him.” 

“Of course, if you put mitramite, which is what was in stock here, 
into a rifle cartridge, it blows up the whole rifle,” said Fausto. 

The man shrugged. “I tell you, the cartridges exploded in the 
rifle, and that’s sabotage.” 

Before we went away, depressed and helpless, the man took us with 
a mysterious mien into a corner and showed us a switchboard. 
“What do you think of that? If the Fascists come here we’ve pre- 
pared them a nice surprise. If you pushed down this lever now, not 
one of the workshops would be left. They’re all mined, with a dyna- 
mite charge underneath. But that’s a secret.” 

In the car Fausto said; “ I don’t know whether to laugh or cry. We 
shall have to produce the thing in Madrid. Carlos might help. Let’s 
have a look at Toledo.” 

We were at the bottom of the sun-drenched valley. The Taio 
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purred where it flowed into the reservoir of the power plant. Poplars 
hemmed the path with their green and their shade^ people were 
picnicking, drinking, and laughing in the river meadow. The tower- 
ing rock of the town showed its tawny flanks flecked with tufted grass 
and cistus, and its crown of city walls. Far away on the other side of 
the river a cluster of men dispersed and revealed the oudine of a toy 
cannon, at its muzzle a wad of cotton-wool smoke. Something went 
screeching through the air. Then came a dull thud followed by a 
second thud from behind the city wails on the crest of the hill. The 
echo of the two shots rumbled between the sheer rock walls of the 
gorge at Alcantara Bridge. 

Now we could hear the crackle of rifle shots up in the town, but 
they sounded like squibs let loose on a fairground. 

We went as far as the corner of the Zocodover, the market square 
of Toledo. Broken chairs, trees with their branches lopped off, twisted 
iron bars, the bandstand smashed, clothes and old papers scattered 
here and there, the fronts of the house scarred, jagged glass splinters 
fringing the window frames, the balcony of a hotel swinging loose in 
the air. In the middle of the square %vas nobody, there seemed to be 
nothing but a silent void. Taking cover from the fire of the Alcazar 
in doorways and behind jutting corners, Milicianos and Shock Police 
in dark blue uniforms crouched in ridiculous positions, vociferating 
and gesticulating, letting off shots, shouting orders, blowing shrill 
whistles. Sometimes a puff of smoke, as though from a smoker sitting 
behind a window, was wafted out of the rosy, enigmatic fagade of the 
Alcazar, but it was impossible to hear the sound of the shot among 
the hundreds of shots from the crowd at the foot of the fortress. It was 
like a sound film when the synchronization of sound and picture goes 
wrong: the actor opens his mouth to speak, but you hear the voice of 
the woman who listens to him wdth closed lips. 

“Let’s get out of it,” Fausto growled. Later on he said: “We’re 
going to lose the war if this is a symbol.” 

We passed commandeered cars and lorries. Militiamen and militia 
girls were making merry; they were laughing and singing, the men 
drank from leather bottles and their girls tickled them in the arm- 
pits so that the wine spattered. Once more the shots sounded like fair- 
ground squibs, and the cannon on the other side of the river deco- 
rated its muzzle with a fluff of cotton-wool. In to-morrow’s papers we 
would see the photograph of a pretty girl letting off a gun. 

Near Getafe a small plane was doing stunts in the air, a sun-gilded 
fly showing off its glinting back and belly. People stared at it and 
blocked the pavement; a convoy of militia cars blocked the road. 
Fausto sounded the motor-horn. 
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Go to hell,*’ shouted one of the Milicianos and stayed there in the 
middle of the road, staring into the air. 

When we came to Toledo Bridge we had to give the right of way to 
a municipal van coming from the Pradera de San Isidro. Fausto 
glanced at me: “Do you think it’s carrying something? It’s a bit late 
for that.” 

The garbage vans collected the bodies of those who had been 
executed and took them to the cemetery. 

Fausto drove faster, and we overtook the van. Its iron doors were 
shut. Then it bumped over a hole in the road, and loose iron bars 
clanked in its hollow bowels. It was empty. I wiped some drops of 
sweat from my forehead. 

Antonio had left a message at home; he wanted to see me as soon 
as possible. I found him in the Party Secretariat, very busy and sur- 
rounded by Milicianos who had come from the Sierra. He asked me 
curtly: “ Do you know English? ” 

The militiamen turned round and watched me with curiosity. 

“Well, I don’t speak English, but I read it and I translate from it 
quite fluently. If that’s any good to you.” 

“ Go into the next room and speak to Nicasio.” 

“Antonio told me you want some work to do,” the other secre- 
tary said. “The Foreign Ministry needs people who understand 

English. So if you like ” He scribbled out a note and rang up 

somebody. 

“ Go there and ask for Velilla, he’s a party comrade and will tell 
you all you want to know. ’ ’ 

Shock Police guarded the Foreign Ministry. I had to wait in the 
enormous entrance where the sergeant on duty had a desk. All 
except one of the iron doors were shut. It looked like the reception 
desk of a prison. Then a young man, masked by big, horn-rimmed 
glasses and a mop of unruly hair, came straight towards me. “You’re 
Barea, of course.” He took the note out of my fingers and tore it up 
without having read it. “They. need people who know languages in 
the Press Department.” 

“I know French well, but I don’t speak a word of English. I can 
translate from it, though.” 

“You won’t need more. Let’s see the Head of the Department.” 

A single desk lamp threw a circle of light on heaped-up papers and 
a pair of white, cushioned hands. Two palely glinting disks stuck on 
to an egg-shaped blob moved in the dusk beyond the region of the 
beam from the lamp. Then I took in the head, a pallid, hairless dome, 
and smoked glasses in tortoiseshell rims. The two soft hands rubbed 
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one against the other. Then a three-cornered tongue pushed out 
between the lips and curved up towards the nostrils; it looked almost 
black in that light. 

\^elilla introduced me to Don Luis Rubio Hidalgo, who invited 
me to take a seat, tipped up the conical light-shade so that the room, 
he himself, and his hea\diy lidded eyes without lashes became 
visible, and began to explain. 

He was the Chief of ^e Press and Propaganda Department at the 
Foreign Ministry. His office included the censorship of foreign press 
reports; he would like me to join them as a censor for press telegrams 
and telephonic press dispatches. The work was done in the Ministry 
during the day and in the Telefonica during the night, from mid- 
night to eight in the morning. It was for this night work that he 
needed me. I could start the following evening. The salary was four 
hundred pesetas per month. I would be taken to work by one of the 
Ministry's cars. It was sufficient for him that I could translate from 
English. 

I accepted the job. It sounded interesting. But I disliked my new 
chief, and said so to Velilla. '‘Nobody likes him,’’ he answered, “but 
he is in the confidence of the Minister. We distrust him. There are 
two boys in his department who are comrades, but we must see that 
we get the whole thing into our hands. Come and see me as often as 
you can. You will have to join our cell, there are eleven of us.” He 
ran on, with an engaging mixture of simple faith and involved argu- 
ment. He believed that the war would be over in a few weeks and 
Spain become a Soviet RepubKc. I disagreed, but found him like- 
able; I felt ready to work with him. 

When I told the whole story to Angel, who had waited for me out- 
side the Ministry, he grumbled because it would mean being out at 
night when, as he said, the Milicianos shot off their rifles at anything 
that moved because they were afraid, and when the phantom cars of 
Falange went about their murderous business. But he would look 
after me. When I told him I would be fetched by car and he would 
have to stay at my flat so that my wife and children should not be 
left alone, he grumbled again and was proud. All my friends in 
Emiliano’s bar were pleased and intrigued by my new job. It domi- 
nated the conversation, until all its aspects had been thrashed out. 
Then everyone began to discuss politics. A few days before. Largo 
Caballero had taken pver the Government, Manolo summed up the 
general opinion by saying: “Now something will get done. This is a 
war government, and now the rifles will go to the front. No more 
parading up and down the streets — Prieto will show those people 
something ! ” Prieto had been made Minister of War. 
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‘‘Yes, you watch out/* said Funi-Fuhi. “No more trips to Toledo 
for you!” 

“But I’m already a member of a battalion, only it hasn’t got any 
arms yet. As soon as they give us arms, I’ll be the first to go.” 

“All right, so it’s no more Toledo, is it?” the other insisted, and 
the customary quibble began. It was cut short by a distant noise 
which came nearer: motor-cycles, motor-horns, sirens. We all rose. 
A dispatch-rider came racing down the street, the exhaust of his 
motor-cycle open, his siren sounding ceaselessly. In those days, when 
Madrid had no air-raid warning system, the alarm was given by the 
motor-cyclists of the Town Council who had sirens mounted on their 
vehicles. 

The women and children of the house came down to take shelter in 
Emiliano’s cellar. The men crowded into the bar. The iron shutters 
clanked down, and a few women screamed at the noise. Then the 
people grew quieter and spoke softly, for they all listened. The drone 
of planes came close and went away, came back, and seemed to hover 
overhead. Downstairs in the cellar a child began to cry, other chil- 
dren followed suit, some of the mothers shrieked in hysterical rage. 
Up in the bar we men stared at each other. 

Then the hum of the engines no longer sounded in our ears. Some- 
body rolled up the shutters. We flocked out into the street. It was 
very still, the night was dark and decked with stars. People went to 
their flats to see with their own eyes that nothing had happened, but 
the men soon came down again. Nobody seemed able to sleep. The 
women came after the men: the children were afraid that the planes 
might come back. At dawn the street was crowded. New-comers 
brought news from other quarters of the town: bombs had fallen in 
the district of Guatro Caminos, and there haTd been many casualties. 
We had not heard the bombs. After sunrise, Manolo’s militia friends 
arrived in their car. They were going to Toledo. He had not slept? 
Nor had they. “ Gome along, we’ll have our siesta out there.” 

They rolled down the street, singing the Internationale. In the 
evening they brought Manolo back, dead. While they were taking 
their siesta in the fields, a plane had dropped a bomb close to the car. 
Manolo had a tiny orifice in his forehead. He had not woken. He still 
slept placidly, pale from the sleepless night. 

The Fascists had entered Talavera de la Rcina. 

At six that evening I went to the Foreign Ministry and Don Luis 
introduced me to my future colleagues and the work. I read through 
the journalists’ output from the day before and he explained the 
principles of his censorship. I was given an official pass which 
authorized me to go anywhere in Madrid at night, and an identity 
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card. At a quarter to midnight a car came to fetch me from my 
house. All the neighbours saw me off. 

I felt elated and light-headed. During the day I had been sorting 
out the new situation with Aurelia and with Maria. I had explained 
to m} seif and to the two women, one after the other, that I would 
have to work during the night and to sleep during the day. I would 
no longer be able to meet Maria in the afternoons, as she had 
demanded. I would no longer have to struggle with the other’s 
clinging and cloying nearness at home, where I had stayed more 
since the air raids had begun. At daybreak I had discussed my future 
work with Aurelia; she had been quick to see the disadvantage which 
it implied for her, and she had opposed my ^‘getting mixed up in 
those things”. In the afternoon I went to see Maria; she had resented 
my absence from the office in the morning and had her doubts about 
the new arrangement, but accepted it with good grace. It separated 
me more clearly from my home; it coincided with her belief that a 
victory of the Government and the social revolution in its wake 
would bring about my final separation from Aurelia and my agree- 
ment to a life together with her. She found it natural that I wanted 
to take an active part in the war. Her own young brother had just 
joined a volunteer battalion. Thus my new work held out new hope 
to her. I saw it, but made no comment. I would be inside the fortress 
of my work. 

The car carried me through deserted streets, their darkness 
streaked with the feeble rays of light filtering through blinds and 
tavern doors. It was a new, chilling Madrid. Five times in the course 
of our short route a pair of Milicianos gave us the ‘'Halt! ”, dazzled 
us with their pocket-lamps and scrutinized our papers. The official 
Ministry Pass did not impress them; when at last I held out my 
U.G.T. card, one of the sentries said: "Why didn’t you show that 
one first, comrade? ” 

The last control was at the door of the Telefdnica. It was too dark 
to see anything but smooth concrete walls towering over the narrow 
CaUe de Valverde. A Shock Police sentry in the door took me to the 
guard-room, where a lieutenant examined the Ministry papers and 
then passed me on to the Workers’ Control. 

The control desk was a sort of counter at one side of the big 
entrance hall, manned by a dark-skinned, unshaven, burly man who 
had tied a huge black-and-red scarf round his throat in a slovenly 
knot. 

"What d’you want, mate? ” 

He pushed aside the official papers. "O.K, — ^but what is it you 
want here?” 
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^‘As you see,!;!’!!! going to censor the reports of the foreign 
journalists.’’ 

What’s your organization? ” 

‘‘TheU.G.T.” 

“Ail right, you’ll find one of your people up there. He’s daft. But 
we’ll have to settle that business with the foreigners. They’re Fascists, 
all of them. The first one who does anything wrong — ^you just bring 
him to me. Or simply ring me up. And keep your eyes skinned when 
they talk their lingo. I can’t think why they’re permitted to talk their 
own language. Hell, if they want to make reports, let them do it in 
Spanish and pay for a translator. Then they come down the stairs 
with a lot of noise, talking their English, and nobody knows when 
they’re calling one the son of a bitch. Well, your office is on the fifth 
floor, and these two will go with you.” 

A pretty, flirtatious girl took me and the two Milicianos up in a 
lift; then we walked through long, dim, twisting passages with many 
doors and entered the last door of all. The narrow room smelt like a 
church and the darkness which filled it was suffused with a violet 
glow. A small circle of light was sharply outlined on the desk. The 
glow and the smell of wax came from the violet carbon paper 
wrapped round the bulb in place of a black-out shade. The censor on 
duty, a tall, bony man, rose and welcomed me. Two shadowy bulks 
at the other end of the room moved: the orderly and the dispatch- 
rider, the smooth moon-face of an elderly valet and the meagre, 
dusky face with lively eyes of a bootblack. 

Then I plunged into the work and did not emerge for many nights. 
The organization was simple. The journalists had their own room on 
the fourth floor; there they wrote their reports in duplicate and sub- 
mitted them to the censor. One copy was returned to the correspon- 
dent, stamped, and initialled, the other sent to the telephone room 
by orderly. When the connection with Paris or London was estab- 
lished, the correspondent read out his dispatch, while a switch censor 
sitting by his side checked the text anpl through his earphones con- 
trolled the service conversation as well. If the journalist wanted to 
transmit his report by telegram or radio, the censored copy was sent 
by dispatch-rider to Transradio. 

The big American agencies and Havas had teams of reporters who 
worked in shifts and produced a stream of what they called snaps; 
the more important British and American newspapers had their 
special correspondents. The majority spoke English, but there were a 
number of Frenchmen and a sprinkling of Latin- Americans. 

My colleague and I were supposed to deal with all of them. He 
knew colloquial English, I could read the English of technical re- 
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views and of books. His French was very thin, mine was not bad. But 
none of us had ever worked with the Press. Our orders were strict and 
over-simple: we had to cut out everything that did not indicate a 
victory of the Republican Government. The correspondents battled 
against this rule with ail their wit and technique. Perea and I pooled 
our knowledge and often called in one of the switch censors; we 
searched the dictionaries for double meanings and cut out a phrase 
when it remained obscure to us. At the beginning I thought that I 
would soon have a clearer \dew of the work and be able to turn it into 
something positive. But the opposite happened. As the autumn went 
on, the Republican forces suffered one defeat after another, and the 
journalists did their level best to get their reports of the facts through; 
the Frenchmen used argots the Englishmen and Americans their 
respective slang, and they all tried to catch the switch censor napping 
by putting spme insinuating w'ords into their conversations with their 
editors, or by inserting into their dispatches little phrases not con- 
tained in the original text. 

The most important battle in September w^as that for the Alcazar 
of Toledo. Colonel Yagiie’s column was marching up the Tajo valley 
and drawing near to Toledo. The Government forces tried to take 
the fortress before the relief column arrived. Part of the Alcazar was 
blown up; but the defenders held out in the rock casemates and in 
the ruins. On September the 20th — I remember the date because it is 
my birthday — ^big tank cars were driven to Toledo and the Alcazar’s 
cellars were flooded with petrol and set on fire. The attempt failed. 
On the same day a well-equipped column of volimteers coming from 
Barcelona paraded through the streets of Madrid and was cheered by 
the crowds: the men had come to fight Yagiie’s army. 

At that time the Government tried to suppress the wild tribunals 
by creating a new, legalized form of Popular Tribunal in which a 
member of the judiciary acted as the judge, and militia delegates as 
his assessors; it authorized militia squads to track down and arrest 
Fascists, so as to eliminate the terror of the man hunt. But the tide of 
fear and hatred was still rising, and the remedy was hardly better 
than the disease. 

It was the official policy to pass only reports according to which 
the Alcazar was about to fall, Yagiie’s column halted, and the 
Popular Tribunals a pattern of justice. I felt convinced that our news 
and censorship policy was clumsy and futile. But when I dealt with 
the journalists I disliked the glib assurance with which they took our 
defeat for granted and tried to squeeze out sensations, and then I 
carried through the official orders with a savage fury, as though by 
cutting out a phrase I were cutting out a hated and dreaded fact. 



When I went to the Foreign Ministry in the evening to receive my 
instructions for the night, I usually had a talk with Don Luis, who 
seemed to single me out. He would tell me stories of how extremists 
had threatened him because he had let through an unfavourable 
piece of news, or of how he had been taken to task because some 
correspondent or other had sent out reports in the diplomatic bag of 
his embassy; of how he had fallen under suspicion and was afraid of 
being taken for a ride one fine day. He was on good terms with the 
Communists — after all, I was there because they had recommended 
me! — ^and Don Julio, the Minister, who backed him, was very much 

favoured by them. But the Anarchists 

He would end each of his perorations by opening the drawer of his 
desk and showing me a pistol. “Before they get me, I’ll get one of 
them! Well, anyhow, take great care and don’t let anything pass, and 
above all, watch over your colleague who is weak, very weak 1 ” 

In the last week of September, Fausto, the inventor of the hand- 
grenade, came and fetched me away from my day sleep. He had a 
written order of the War Ministry to collect the grenades stored in 
the ordnance factory, but he had no means of transporting them. 
The hundreds of cars and vans which were driven aimlessly round 
Madrid were in the hands of Milicianos, the Ministry had no control 
over them. Each militia group would willingly fetch the grenades for 
its own unit, but not for the Ajrmy Depot. 

“ If Prieto hears about it, the bombs will be fetched,” I said. 

“Yes — but will Prieto know about it before the Fascists enter 
Toledo? I’m going there myself and I want you to come along.” 

I went with him. The Toledo road was choked with Milicianos 
and cars, coming and going. Some shouted that the Alcazar had 
fallen, and some that its fall was a question of hours. Near Toledo the 
crowds thickened. The rock was wreathed with the bursts of explo- 
sions. Ambulances drove slowly over Alcdntara Bridge, and the 
people greeted them, raising their clenched fists. We drove on to the 
ordnance factory, but gave up all hope as soon as we heard that the 
factory lorries stood ready to transfer to Madrid the whole stock of 
brass tubing and the machinery for cartridge production. Fausto was 
in despair. Neither of us was in a mood to drive up to Toledo. I sug- 
gested going back to Madrid via Torrijos so that I could stop at 
Noves. 

In Torrijos the streets were blocked by carts. People were loading 
them with clothes, mattresses, and furniture, jostling each other and 
shouting. “The Fascists are coming,” said an old man in answer to 
my question. “The Fascists will get us. Yesterday they dropped * 
bombs from their planes, and killed a lot of people, and this morning 
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we could hear their guns. And the people whoVe passed through 
here! TheyVe come from all the villages, even from Escalonilla, 
which is only half an hour from here/’ 

Noves was almost deserted. A few women hurried through the 
street. Both casinos had their doors shut. I asked Fausto to drive on 
to Old Juan’s mill. There I found the old man tying up bundles with 
his two mill hands. He was amazed at seeing me, ‘'You’ll have to 
hurry, the Fascists are coming. We’re moving to Madrid to-night.” 

“They won’t be here as quickly as all that,” I said. 

“Listen, Don Arturo, those fellows are already on the road. They 
dropped bombs here two days ago. They killed the two cows of the 
village, and Demetria and her child and husband. People saw pickets 
of Moors on the Extremadura Road early this morning. I tell you, if 
you don’t hurry, you won’t get away. We’ll meet in Madrid, Don 
Arturo, and then I’ll tell you what happened here. It was horrible.” 

We left Noves in the direction of Puebla de Montalban so as to 
reach the Extremadura Road. When we got there Fausto glanced 
round and stopped the car. “So that’s that. What shall we do? Go 
back via Toledo? ” 

“The road to Madrid is still free, I believe. Let’s take it — ^but step 
on it.” 

The road was deserted. It was strewn with heaps of clothing and 
armament, caps, coats, straps, blankets, rifles, tin plates, and mugs; 
the ditches were littered with them. Rifle and machine-gun shots 
sounded in the distance, from the direction of Toledo we heard the 
dull explosions of five bombs. Fausto drove on at top speed. We 
began to pass Milicianos sitting by the road, bare-footed, their boots 
or sandals lying beside them. There were more and more of them; 
then we overtook others who were marching on laboriously, most of 
them without their rifles, in shirt-sleeves or open vests, their faces and 
bare chests burnt red. They shouted at us to give them a lift, and 
screamed insults when our little car drove past them. We expected a 
shot in the back. Then the road became crowded. Trudging Mili- 
cianos mingled with peasants walking at the head of a mule or donkey 
which carried their wife and children, or driving a cartload with 
bundles and crockery, their family perched on top of the bedclothes. 
So we reached Navalcarnero. 

An officer and a few men of the Shock Police had drawn a cordon 
across the road. They stopped militiamen in their fliglit, made them 
deliver their arms and ordered them to line up in the plaza. The 
little garrison had a solitary machine-gun set up in the square: it 
stemmed the threatening panic. The people of Navalcarnero were 
packing and shutting up their houses. 
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They stopped our car, too. Fausto and I scrambled out and ex- 
plained the aim of our journey to the officer, whose face was a mask 
of sweat-streaked dust. We simply had to get through to Madrid and 
report to the War Ministry, Fausto concluded, so that army lorries 
could be sent out to collect the ordnance material before the Fascists 
arrived and got it. 

At that instant a group of Milicianos with rifles pushed through 
the crowd and seemed about to break through the cordon by force. 
The officer left us standing and climbed on to the roof of our car. 
‘‘ Halt — go back, or we fire ! Now, listen ...” 

“Shut up with your bloody commands. Let us through, or we41 
get through by our guts,” shouted one of the Milicianos. 

The officer shouted back: “All right, you may pass through, but 
listen to me first 1” The disarmed Milicianos surged round the car. 
Fausto muttered: “ If we get out of this, to-day’s our real birthday ! ” 

But the officer spoke well. He called the militiamen cowards to 
their faces, he made them see how shameful it would be to go back to 
Madrid in their state, he told them that they had been dirty curs to 
throw their rifles into the ditch. Then he explained that they could 
reorganize in Navalcarnero and stay there until the forces arrived 
which were under way from Madrid. In the end he shouted: “That’s 
all — those of you who’ve got guts will stay, the others can go on. But 
they must at least leave us their rifles so that we can fight!” A 
deafening clamour drowned his last words. He had won. 

The officer jumped to the ground and at once sent armed pickets 
back along the road to collect as many rifles as possible. Then he 
turned to us, wiping his brow: “Now you can go on, comrades.” 

It was almost dark when we reached Madrid. We had left the van- 
guard of the refugee carts in Alcorcdn. I went straight to the Foreign 
Ministry and spoke to Rubio Hidalgo. “ Don’t worry,” he said. “ The 
Fascists have already been halted, and the Alcazar won’t last out this 
night. A few Milicianos have stampeded, that’s all. The most impor- 
tant thing is that you shouldn’t let through any news of this kind. 
To-morrow morning there will be good news, you’ll see.” 

That night I had to battle against the journalists. One of them, a 
young, supercilious Frenchman who worked for the Petit Parisien^ 
tried so many tricks and blustered so much that I threatened him 
with arrest. I don’t remember more than that I shouted myself and 
gripped my pikol. In the morning it was no longer possible to con- 
ceal the fact that the rebels had advanced as far as Maqueda on the 
Extremadura Road, a village nearer to Madrid than Puebla de 
Montalbdn where we had passed a few hours earlier, and as far as 
Torrijos on the Toledo Road. Their column on the Extremadura 
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Road threatened Madrid, the other threatened Toledo. The Govern- 
ment capped this piece of news with the announcement that the 
Alcazar had fallen; this had to be officially denied later on. Some 
days afterwards, on September the 27th, the rebels entered Toledo. 
The ordnance factory was not blown up and they occupied it intact. 

The censorship work was turned into an unending nightmare. My 
colleague on the night shift was so panic-stricken that he had to go; 
I worked alone from nine in the evening to nine in the morning, 
hardly knowing what I did. The nearer Franco’s forces drew to* the 
capital, the more cryptic became the dispatches of the journalists, the 
more pressing their manner. With the mounting menace and fear, a 
new wave of killings swept the city. The food situation grew more 
and more difficult, only the communal restaurants were able to pro- 
vide meals. There was a strict curfew starting at eleven o’clock; it was 
dangerous to be out in the streets. On September the 30th the 
Government decreed the incorporation of all militias into the regular 
army, which did not exist yet. I ate in the canteen of the Telefonica 
or in a near-by cafe and Angel took food home to my family. Snipers’ 
shots cracked through the dark under my windows. I lived on black 
coffee and brandy during those nights. 

When I crossed the street in the early morning to have breakfast I 
saw the thin stream of refugees from the villages, with their donkeys 
and carts and gaunt, yellow dogs. They travelled by night for fear of 
being bombed in daylight. The first batches were billeted in big, 
requisitioned houses, those who came later had to camp in the 
avenues of the city. Mattresses were heaped up under the trees in the 
Castellana and Recoletos, and the women did their cooking at open 
fires on the pavement. Then the weather changed and torrential 
rains chased the refugees into the overcrowded houses. 

Old Judn of Noves came to see me one morning, I took him to my 
cafe and he began to tell me his story, in his slow, equitable manner. 

‘‘I was right, Don Arturo. Old people are not often fooled. The 
things that have happened ! When the rebellion broke out, our people 
went mad. They arrested all the rich men of the village and all those 
who worked with them — ^me too. But they let me out after two hours. 
The lads knew that I never mixed in politics and that there was 
always a piece of bread in my house for everyone who needed it. And 
then, you see, my boy is in the Shock Police, and so I became a 
Republican through him. WeU, they set up a tribunal in the Town 
Hall and shot all of them, including the priest. Heliodoro was shot 
first. But they buried them all in hallowed ground. The only one who 
escaped was Jose, the one from the Casino, because he often gave a 
peseta or so to the poor people when they hadn’t anything to eat. It’s 
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always useful to light a candle to the devil ! Well, so the families of the 
men who were shot went away, and our people at first wanted to 
share out their land, and then they wanted to till it communally. But 
they couldn’t agree and there was no money. They requisitioned my 
mill, but of course they hadn’t any grain to mill, and it was much the 
same thing in all the other villages. A few joined the militia in 
Madrid, but most of us stayed on and lived on our garden produce 
and on what had been stored in the rich men’s houses. Then the 
rebels came nearer, and the people who’d been most active, like 
Eliseo, got away. But we others thought we had nothing to fear and 
stayed on. A few left when the first bombs fell, but you know how 
attached one is to one’s own home and land, and so most of us 
stayed. Until the people from other villages passed through on their 
flight and told us that, when they enter a village, the Fascists shoot 
all the men and shave the women’s hair off. . . . 

“ So, what with one thing and another, we all decided to get away. 
But it was at the very last minute, the day you passed through. The 
others were already in Torrijos and Maqueda, and their two groups 
joined and cut us oj0f from Madrid on the roads. So we had to walk 
across the fields. They were chasing us. When they caught a man he 
got a bullet through his head. They drove the women back to the 
village with their rifle butts. The Moors gleaned the fields afterwards, 
and when they got hold of a young woman they tumbled her on the 
ground. You can imagine the rest. They did it to a girl who was a 
servant at Don Ramon’s. They threw her down in a ploughed field 
and called their comrades, because the girl’s very pretty. Eleven of 
them, Don Arturo. Marcial, one of my mill hands, and I were hidden 
in a thicket and saw it happening. Marcial was so scared that it upset 
his innards and he dirtied himself. But afterwards he dared to come 
with me and we picked her up. She’s here in the General Hospital, 
but they don’t know yet whether she will be all right or not. Because, 
you see, we couldn’t manage to carry her on our backs, and so she 
had to walk along with us across the fields for two days, until we got 
to Illescas, and from there they took her to Madrid in a cart. . . . I’m 
all right here, I’m with relatives, and so are some of the others. But 
there’s something I want you to see, Don Arturo, because it’s so 
frightful. It’s the place where they’ve put the poorest of our people, 
those who haven’t got anybody here in the town.” 

After a meal in the canteen. Old Juan made me go with him, 
although I was stupid with tiredness. He took me through a marble 
portal with wide marble stairs and doric columns, into a big hall. 
When he opened the entrance door, the stench of excrement and 
urine hit me in the face. ‘'But what is this, Uncle Judn? ” 
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Don't ask me. It’s sheer misery. Ail the lavatories are broken and 
blocked. The people were bewildered by this place, you see, and 
didn’t know what to do with it, so they smashed it ail up. ... I told 
you it was frightful.” 

In one of the reception rooms of the palace, a horde of women, 
children, and old people, filthy, unkempt, evil-smelling, lived in a 
litter of truckle-beds, crockery and pieces of furniture. A woman was 
washing napkins in a wash-bowl; the dirty water slopped over and 
trickled under one of the camp beds, in which an old man was lying 
in his drawers, smoking. Three women were quarrelling round a 
table. The blue-green tapestry hung from the walls in shreds, the 
marble mantelpiece was chipped, the fireplace choked with refuse 
and muck. Two small children were squalling; and a third sat in a 
corner, clutching at a dirty little mongrel which barked ceaselessly 
and shrilly. In another corner stood an iron bedstead, with a goat 
tied to one of its legs. 

While I stared, Old Juan said: “Here are the people of Noves — 
you don’t recognize them? Well, I told you they were the poorest of 
all, and I don’t suppose you ever saw them. They were too poor to 
talk to you. In the other rooms are people from three or four other 
villages. They all hate each other, and they’re always fighting 
because one’s got a better place than the other, and some have a 
wash-basin and some not, and so on. In the end they destroy every- 
thing so that the others shouldn’t get it, the mirrors, and the lavatory 
bowls, and the pipes. There’s no water left except in the garden 
pond.” 

“ But can’t someone put it in order? Somebody must have brought 
them here, after all.” 

“Nobody. When they arrived with their donkeys and carts, some 
militiamen got hold of them in the middle of the street and put them 
in here. They do send them meal vouchers, but nobody cares about 
them apart from that.” 

It was on that day that Franco proclaimed himself the Caudillo — 
the Dictator — of Spain, I remember. 

During the days that followed, the caravans of donkeys and carts 
with tired men, women, and children squatting on their bundles, 
never ceased. Battalions of Milicianos were hastily organized and 
sent out. Every day news came which showfed how the armies of the 
rebels were fanning out like locust swarms, advancing on Madrid 
from all sides, from the Sierra de Gredos and the Alberche valley, 
passing by Aranjuez, through Sigiicnza, in the Sierra de Guadar- 
rama. Many people thought the war would end quickly; if the rebel 
armies closed the ring, if they cut communications with Albacete, 
Valencia, and Barcelona, Madrid would be lost. 
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On October the 13th, Madrid heard enemy gunfire for the first 
time. 

I had lost my hopes and plans of arriving at a better understanding 
of the foreign journalists’ way of working, and of thus gaining some 
influence on their attitude. The journalists, their reports, my life in 
the Telefonica by night, the life of Madrid by day, were converted 
into a rapidly moving strip of pictures, some clear, some blurred, but 
all so fleeting that it was impossible to focus attention on any one of 
them. I could no longer decipher the hand-written sheets some of the 
correspondents submitted to the censorship; it looked as though they 
were made intentionally illegible. In the end I made it a ruling that 
every dispatch had to be typed. It helped a little. One of the French- 
men made it his excuse for leaving, but when he protested against my 
“high-handed measure” I saw that he was afraid. He was an excep- 
tion. While I slashed their reports according to orders, I admired the 
personal courage of the correspondents, although I resented their 
detachment. They went out, risking the bullet of a foreigner-hating 
Miliciano, or the captxxre by Moors in the fluctuating fighting, so as 
to produce a few meagre lines of a military report, while we could not 
pass the sensational articles they would have liked to write — or did 
write and pass on in some unimpeachable diplomatic bag. 

So I saw myself sitting there in the darkness, behind the livid light- 
cone, working in the dark, when everybody thought I knew what 
was happening. I knew nothing except that the ring round Madrid 
was drawing closer, and that we were not equipped to meet the 
menace. It was difficult to sit still. Sometimes, when I walked past a 
group of slightly tipsy pressmen who had tried to get the better of me 
the whole night long, and had perhaps got it, I longed to have a row 
with them. What to us was life and death, meant nothing but a story 
to them. Sometimes, when the Anarchist of the Workers’ Control in 
the hall downstairs told me again that all those foreign journalists 
were Fascists and traitors, I felt a twinge of sympathy. When I saw a 
certain one of them sprawling on the bed in the telephone room, 
snoring while he waited for his call to come through, I remembered 
how he had baited us in the certainty of Franco’s prompt entry into 
the town, and I hated the'brute. 

I found it impossible to be friendly with Maria when she rang me 
up and demanded that we should meet. All our lives had come to a 
dead end. 

The air raids became an almost daily occurrence. On October the 
30th a single aircraft killed fifty little children in Getafe. The Build- 
ing Trades Unions sent out men to dig trenches round Madrid and to 
construct pill-boxes and concrete barricades in the streets. The streets 
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filled with refugees no longer from outlying villages^ but from the 
suburbs of Madrid, and the nights were punctuated with distant 
gunfire, filite units went out to man trenches not very many miles 
away; militiamen came, fleeing from the contact with tanks. La 
Pasionaria met them on the outskirts of the towm and mustered her 
best strength to put new heart into them. The C.N.T. — the Anar- 
chist Trade Union Centre — ^sent tw^o Ministers into the War Govern- 
ment. The journalists were writing reports which tried to say that we 
were lost, and we tried not to let them say it. 

In the evening of November the 6th, when I went to the Foreign 
Ministry to receive my orders for the night, Rubio Hidalgo said: 

‘‘Shut the door, Barea, and sit down. You know, the whole thing 
is lost.’’ 

I was so inured to his draimatic statements, that I was not im- 
pressed and only said: “Really? What’s the matter?” Then I saw 
papers burning in the fireplace and others stacked and packeted on 
the desk, and asked: “Are we going to move?” 

He wiped his gleaming pate with a silk handkerchief, passed his 
dark, pointed tongue over his lips, and said slowly: 

“To-night, the Government is transferring to Valencia. To- 
morrow, Franco will enter Madrid.” 

He made a pause. 

“ I’m sorry, my friend. There’s nothing we can do. Madrid will fall 
to-morrow.” 

But Madrid did not fall on the 7th of November 1936. 
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PART II 


. . . When the senses 

Are shaken^ and the soul is driven to madness^ 

Who can stand? When the souls of the oppressed 
Fight in the troubled air that rages ^ who can stand? 

William Blake 

I. MADRID 

T he siege of Madrid began in the night of the 7th of Novem- 
ber 1936, and ended two years, four months, and three weeks 
later with the Spanish war itself 

When Luis Rubio Hidalgo told me that the Government was 
leaving and that Madrid would fall the next day, I found nothing to 
say. What could I have said? I knew as well as anybody that the 
Fascists were standing in the suburbs. The streets were thronged with 
people who, in sheer desperation, went out to meet the enemy at the 
outskirts of their town. Fighting was going on in the Usera district 
and on the banks of the Manzanares. Our ears were for ever catching 
the sound of bombs and mortar explosions, and sometimes we heard 
the cracking of rifle shots and the rattle of machine-guns. But now the 
so-called War Government was about to leave, and the Head of its 
Foreign Press Department expected Frahco’s troops to enter. ... I 
was stunned, while he spoke on urbanely. The drawer in which he 
kept his melodramatic pistol was half open. 

“We’re going to-morrow, too,” he was saying. “Of course, I’m 
referring to the permanent staff only. I should very much like to take 
you with me to Valencia, but you’ll understand that I’m unable to 
do so. I hope — ^the Government hope, I should say — ^that you will 
remain at your post up to the last moment.” 

He paused, and moved his smooth face sideways, and his smoked 
glasses glinted. I had to say something, for he made a pause. “Of 
course,” I said. 

“ That’s good. Now I’m going to explain the situation to you. As I 
mentioned already, the Government moU move to Valencia to-night, 
but no-one knows it yet. Written instructions wiU be left with General 
Miaja, so that he can negotiate the surrender with the least possible 
loss of blood. But he doesn’t yet know it himself, and he won’t know 
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until after the Government has gone. Now you will realize the task 
that falls upon you. It is absolutely necessary to keep the Govern- 
ment’s move a secret, otherwise a frightful panic would break out. So 
what you have to do is to go to the Telefdnica, take over the service 
as usual — and not let a single reference through. I’m going to leave 
early in the morning with my staff and with all the foreign journalists 
who can’t risk being found here when Franco enters. I’ll spend the 
night at the Gran Via Hotel, and if necessary you can report to me 
there.” 

‘‘But if you take the journalists away, they must know what is 
going to happen.” 

“Not that the Government’s moving. They may guess something, 
and of course, we’ve told them that the situation is extremely grave, 
so grave that the Government must ask them to leave, and is putting 
cars at their disposal. Some will stay, but that doesn’t matter. I told 
them that they won’t have our censorship facilities any more, because 
the military are taking over, and that there won’t be any service in 
the Telefonica. So those who are staying behind are the correspon- 
dents who are safe in their embassies, risk nothing, and will be glad to 
be on the spot when the troops enter.” 

“ Then you feel sure that they will enter? ” 

“ My dear fellow, what do you think half a dozen Milicianos can 
do? Tell me: what could they do against the Foreign Legion, the 
Moors, the artillery, the tanks, the aviation, the German experts — 
what could anyone do? I grant you that they may not enter Madrid 
to-morrow on the dot, but that would not make any difference, 
except that there would be more victims — then would enter the day 
after to-morrow, that’s all. Well, I meant to tell you: you can pass the 
report that as a precautionary measure the Government has organ- 
ized the evacuation of the press services. Everybody knows that by 
now. To-morrow there’ll be a proclamation that the Government 
has decided to move to Valencia, to conduct the war from a focal 
point, free from the impediments which must hamper any war 
administration in a front-line town.” 

“What shall I do to-morrow, then?” 

“As there will be nothing you can do, you will close the censorship 
when your shift is over, go home, and take care of your own skin, 
because nobody can tell what may happen. I’ll let you have the 
wages for our commissionaire who acts as your orderly and for the 
dispatch-riders; you can pay them to-morrow, and they can go home, 
or do whatever they feel like. I’m going to leave you some money for 
yourself, so that you have something on which to fall back if things 
go badly for you.” 

TG : L 
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He gave me two months’ salary, eight hundred pesetas, then he 
rose and took my hand, shaking it solemnly as though at a funeral. 
I could not tell him anything of what I felt, so I looked down. From 
his desk, big glistening photographs showing rows of dead children 
stared at me, and I stared back. 

Dully I asked: ‘‘What are you going to do with these photo- 
graphs?” 

“ Burn them, and the negatives as well. We wanted to use them for 
propaganda, but as things are now, anybody on whom they were 
found would be shot on the spot.” 

“ So you won’t take them with you? ” 

“I’m cluttered up with papers anyhow,” and he went on explain- 
ing something, but I did not listen. I knew the pictures. They had 
been taken in the mortuary in which the schoolchildren of Getafe, 
killed by bombs from a low-flying Junkers a week before, had been 
lined up, each with a serial number on its chest. There was a small 
boy with his mouth wide open. I felt as though Rubio in his fear were 
sacrificing those dead children over again. “Let me take them,” I 
said. He shrugged his shoulders and handed me the photographs and 
a box with negatives. “ If you care to take the risk ...” 

On my way home I concentrated on the problem of how to save 
the photographs from destruction. There would be a fight. I knew, 
without giving it much thought, that our people would try to get at 
the, men behind the steel curtain, with their bare knives if necessary. 
The others would not come in as easily and smoothly as that smooth, 
frightened man had said. But they might come in, they probably 
would come in, and then the denunciations, arrests, searches, and 
executions would start at once. It would be a death-warrant to have 
those photographic documents in one’s house. But I could not let 
them go. The faces of those murdered children had to reach the eyes 
of the world. 

At home I found my sister Concha, her husband, and her seven 
children waiting for me. Agustin, unperturbed and slow as always, 
told their story. That morning, their district — ^the outlying workers’ 
district on the other side of Segovia Bridge — ^had been attacked by 
the Fascists. They had fled together with all the neighbours, crossing 
the bridge under shell-fire. Now the Fascist troops were entrenched 
on the other bank of the river and advancing into the Casa de 
Campo. Their house was a heap of rubble. They had saved some 
bundles of clothes and my sister’s sewing machine. For the moment 
they were staying in Rafael’s small flat, because Concha preferred 
not to live together with Aurelia, my wife. 

It seemed absurd to make any permanent arrangements. Within 

162 



twenty-four hours we might all be in the same situation. I suggested 
that everyone should get a few things ready for a sudden, last-minute 
flight. Then I left for the Telefonica. 

I found the correspondents in the wildest excitement, waiting for 
their calls, passing on the latest news from the suburban front, and 
deputizing for one another if a caU came through in the absence of 
the man who had booked it. The tables in the journalists^ room were 
littered with coffee and spirits, all the telephones seemed to ring at 
once, all the typewriters were clacking. Nobody referred to the 
Government’s move in my hearing. 

From the window in the censorship I heard people marching out 
towards the enemy, shouting and singing, cars racing past with 
screeching motor-horns, and behind the life of the street I could hear 
the noise of the attack, rifles, machine-guns, mortars, guns, and 
bombs. Then I sat down to censor the dispatches. 

Towards two in the morning somebody brought the news that the 
Fascists had crossed three of the bridges over the Manzanares, the 
Segovia, Toledo, and King’s Bridges, and that there was hand-to- 
hand fighting in the courtyards of the Model Jail. This meant that 
they were within the town. I refused to pass the news so long as I had 
no official confirmation, and went to the telephone room to see that 
the embargo was kept. The big American, six feet odd, two hundred 
and twenty pounds or so, who had drunk steadily throughout the 
evening, turned aggressive; Franco had entered Madrid and he was 
going to let his paper know about it, in one way or other. The 
Republican Censor hadn’t got any say any more. He took me by the 
coat lapels and shook me. I drew my pistol and put him under the 
guard of two Milicianos. He dropped heavily on to one of the emer- 
gency beds and started snorii^ wheezily. When the last correspon- 
dents had sent off their dispatches, the switch censors and I were left 
alone with the snoring bulk on the camp bed. 

Our nerves were centred in our ears. We listened to the mounting 
noise of the battle. The American was sleeping off his whisky very 
noisily. Somebody had thrown a grey blanket over him, and his two 
enormous feet in bl^ck, thick-soled shoes stuck out, laid together as 
neady as the feet of a corpse. 

There was no need to talk, we were all of the same mind and 
knew it. 

The Gran Via, the wide street in which the Telefonica fies, led to 
the front in a straight line. The front came nearer. We heard it. We 
expected from one moment to the next to hear under our window 
shots, machine-gun bursts, hand-grenades, and caterpillar chains of 
tanks clanking and screeching on paving stones. They would storm 
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the Telef6nica. There was no escape for us. It was a huge trap, and 
they would chase us like trapped rats. But we had pistols and a few 
rounds of cartridges each. We would shoot it out through corridors 
and stairways, to the end. If we lost, it would be our bad luck. We 
would not wait for them to kill us. We would fight as best we could. 

A puny young man, the Madrid reporter of the Barcelona agency 
Fahray came into the room with a blanched, twitching face, drew me 
into a corner and whispered: “Barea — the Government has fled to 
Valencia!’’ 

“ I know. Don’t get scared, shut up. I’ve known it since six o’clock. 
We can’t do more than we are doing.” 

He trembled and was on the point of bursting into tears. I filled 
him up with brandy like an empty bottle, while he lamented the fate 
of his children. Then he was sick and fell asleep. 

The battle noise had abated. We opened the windows to the Gran 
Via. It was a grey dawn. While the cold morning mist drifted in, a 
dense bluish cloud of tobacco smoke and human warmth streamed 
slowly out through the upper part of the windows. I made the round 
of the offices. Most of the correspondents had gone, a few slept on 
camp-beds. Their room was fuggy with cold smoke and alcohol 
fumes, and I opened a window. The four men of the switch control 
were sleepily waiting for their relief. The girls sitting at the switch- 
boards belonged to the morningf shift, their hps were freshly painted 
and their hair slicked. The orderlies brought thick, black coffee from 
the canteen, and we poured a small glass of brandy into each cup. 

One of the switch censors, a quiet, grey-haired man, untwisted a 
little roll of paper and brought out two lumps of sugar. “The last,” 
he said. 

Across the street a convoy of cars was lined up before the Gran 
Via Hotel. I went down to take leave of Rubio Hidalgo. The news- 
paper-vendors were selling their morning papers. It was no longer a 
secret that the Government had gone to Valencia. Madrid came 
under military law and would be governed by a defence council, the 
Junta de Defensa. 

“And now what, Don Luis?” I asked. “Madrid has not fallen 
yet.” 

“Never mind, stick to what I told you yesterday. Your work is 
done, now look after yourself. Let the Junta de Defensa take over the 
censorship with a couple of officers, while it lasts. Madrid will fall 
to-day or to-morrow — I hope they haven’t cut the road to Valencia 
yet, but I’m not so sure we’ll get through. The whole thing is 
finished.” He was very pale in the sunlight and the nerves under his 
thick white skin quivered. 
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I went back to the Telefonica, gave Luis, the orderly, and Pablo, 
the dispatch-rider, their wages, and said what Rubio Hidalgo had 
told me to say. Luis, an elderly commissionaire of the Ministry, 
ceremonious and a little unctuous in his manner, a resigned, simple, 
and shrewd man underneath, turned ashen. “But they can’t chuck 
me out, I belong to the Ministry staff, I’m a permanent employee of 
the State and have my rights ! ” 

“Well, you could go to the Ministry and see if you can get any- 
where with your claim, I doubt it. They’re clearing out, my poor 
Luis,” I felt savage. “I’m going home myself, our work here is 
over.” 

While I lingered on, a switch censor came to tell me that Monsieur 
Delume wanted to book his early morning call to Paris and insisted 
on transmitting his report. “We haven’t received any orders to stop 
press calls,” the man said, “but how can I let the journalists speak 
with their people abroad before their dispatches are censored? And 
now you say you have shut down for good ! Do you think we should 
cut their calls off? ” 

I tried to state Rubio Hidalgo’s case, but even while I was speak- 
ing I made up my mind. I had entered the censorship not as a paid 
civil servant but as a volunteer in the war against the Fascists. The 
foreign press, our link with the outer world, could not remain without 
a censoring control, but it could not be silenced either; nor was it 
right to leave everything to the military censors of whom Don Luis 
had vaguely spoken. There existed no such thing, the military had 
other tasks and worries. At the b«;t, army censors would force the 
foreign corespondents, particularly those eagerly waiting for Franco’s 
entry, to use other channels of communication. Whatever Rubio or 
his kind might decree, only those who were defending Madrid — 
whoever they were — had the right to order me to abandon my post. 

I interrupted myself in the middle of a sentence and told the man: 
“ I’ll come along with you and talk to the others. We can’t let things 
go on like this.” 

I held council with the four switch control censors, who were em- 
ployees of the American Telephone Company, but had been com- 
mandeered to help out the official censorship. We decided that I 
should go to the Ministry, and if necessary to the new defence 
authorities, and obtzdn a ruling. In the meantime, they would censor 
the journalists’ reports to the best of their knowledge. I collected the 
Press Department stamps and went to the Plaza de Santa Cruz. 

The glass-roofed courts of the Foreign Ministry were filled with 
disputing and gesticulating groups. In the middle of the biggest group 
Faustino, th^^ m^*estic Chief Doorkeeper, was holding forth, while 
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the sergeant of the Shock Police detailed to guard the building 
stood by. 

‘‘Those are the orders I’ve received from the Under-Secretaiy,” 
Faustino was declaring, “and you will leave the building this very 
moment, gentlemen.” He rattled a big bunch of keys like a sacristan 
about to lock up his church. 

“What’s going on here? ” I asked. 

The torrent of explanations was so unintelligible that I turned to 
Faustino for an answer. He hesitated. It was plain what was going on 
in his mind. I was a mere nobody, with no place in the official 
hierarchy, while he was the Chief Doorkeeper of Spain’s chief 
Ministry, the power behind the throne of each Minister, more lasting 
than they, and the dictator in the basement of the old palace. But 
since his whole world had been turned upside down, he decided to 
answer me. 

“Well, you see, sir, this morning the Under-Secretary rang me up 
and told me the Government had gbne to Valencia, he was leaving 
that very moment, and I was to shut up the Ministry, He said the 
staff would have to go home as soon as they arrived.” 

“Has he sent you a written order to shut up the building?” I 
asked. 

This had not occurred to him. “No, sir. It was the Under- 
secretary’s personal instruction.” 

“ I beg your pardon. You said just now that it was a telephonic 
instruction.” 

“You won’t tell me that I can’t recognize his voice ! ” 

“You won’t tell me that voices can’t be imitated.” I addressed the 
sergeant in a tone of command: “On my responsibility, you will see 
to it that this Ministry is not closed unless by written order from a 
competent higher authority.” 

He stood to attention. “I wouldn’t have gone anyhow, even if the 
btiilding had been shut up, because I haven’t received orders. But 
what you say seems O.K. to me. Don’t worry, this place won’t be 
shut up by anybody while I’m here.” 

I turned round to see what the others said. 

There were some twenty of us standing in the middle of the frosty, 
flagged court: ten employees in stiff white collars, incongruous in that 
Madrid of the Militias, five or six commissionaires in blue braided 
uniforms, and half a dozen workers of the Ministry printing office. 
I saw an incredulous hope mixed with fear in all but five faces, and 
found it not difficult to understand. The Ministry, the part of the 
State machinery in which some of them had spent their whole life, 
had vanished overnight. They might have believed in the reality of 
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the war, the revolution, the danger in which Madrid stood, the 
threatening entry of Franco and his troops, but they were incapable 
of believing that the edifice of the State could suddenly crumble, and 
in its fall bury the salaries, the social position, the basis of the exis- 
tence of its employees. Those modest middle-class people with the 
lustre of civil servants, most of them without any political conviction, 
saw the ground drop away firom under their feet. They were helpless 
and homeless now that the Ministiy was about to shut down. They 
did not belong to a trade union. Where could they go, what could 
they do? They would find themselves out in the street unsupported 
by a political g^oup or union, unable to apply for protection from the 
immediate danger of being shot. On the other hand, the rebel army 
might enter the city that very day, and they would have been em- 
ployees of the Republican Government almost up to the last hour. It 
was too late to join either of the camps. My intervention gave them 
new hope and spared them any responsibility for action. If Franco 
were to take Madrid, it would have been I, the revolutionary, who 
had seized the Ministry by brute force and compelled them to go on 
working. If Madrid were to hold out, they would be among the brave 
men who stayed on, sticking it out, and nobody would be able to 
deny them their rights as servants of the Republic. 

They all shouted approval. They were backing me, and Faustino 
withdrew slowly firom Ae scene, muttering and shaking his bundle of 
keys. 

Torres, a young printer, ofiered to go with me to the Junta de 
Defensa^ but neither he nor I knew where to find it. In the end we 
decided to appeal to Wenceslao Carrillo, an old labour leader whom 
we both knew and who was an Under-Secretary in the Ministry of 
the Interior. As we expected, he was still in Madrid and at his office, 
a cold, dank stone box, smelling of worm-eaten paper and cellar 
dampness. About two dozen people were crowded into the ridicu- 
lously small cubicle and the air was foul with smoke. Carrillo stalked 
up and down in the middle of the cluster of employees and Shock 
Police officers. The old socialist used to exude a robust, sanguine 
optimism, but that morning he was in a bad temper, his eyes suffused 
with red firom a sleepless night, and his face congested. He spoke 
brusquely as always, but without his sly twinkle. 

Well — and you, what d’you want? ” 

I explained the situation at the Foreign Ministry: it was not right 
to shut the Ministry and its censorship while there were embassies 
and foreign journalists in Madrid, For the moment I had prevented 
it firom being shut, but I needed an official order, something to 
regularize the position. 

167 



‘‘And what do you want me to do? I’m in the same boat. They’ve 
gone and here’s Wenceslao to face the music. The devil take them. 
Of course they didn’t tell me they were going, because if they had 
told me. . . . Look here, settle it somehow among yourselves. Go to 
the Junta de Defensa,^^ 

“ But where is the Junta de Defensal ” 

“How the hell should I know, my boy? Miaja’s the master, and 
Miaja’s running round the town and letting ojff shots. Well, the best 
thing you can do is to go to the Party and get instructions there.” 

We did not go to the Socialist Party, which was what Wenceslao 
Carrillo meant. I had lost all confidence in its power of assuming 
responsibility and authority in a difiicult situation, and my com- 
panion Torres, an old member of the Socialist Youth Organization, 
had recendy joined the Communists. We went to the Provincial 
Committee of the Communist Party. There they told us that the 
Junta de Defensa had not yet constituted itself; but Frades, one of their 
leading men, would be the secretary to the Junta’s Executive Com- 
mittee. Frades explained that our case could not be setded until the 
Junta existed in due form; we should come to see him the following 
day, and in the meantime I had better not leave the Ministry. He did 
not question my intervention at the Ministry, nor did I ask his 
opinion; we never discussed this point, because it seemed obvious 
that no post of any importance in Madrid should remain abandoned. 

Torres and I walked back, so immersed in our immediate problem 
and the danger from pro-Fascist elements within the bureaucracy 
which we both suspected that we did not think much of the battle 
going on two miles away. Luis, my orderly from the Telefbnica, 
made an emergency bed for me in the press room at the Ministry on 
one of the huge, soft, mulberry-coloured sofas. He was in his com- 
missionaire’s xmiform, coming and going with the perfect tact of a 
trained flunkey, and wildly excited under the bland surface: Don 
Luis had wanted to throw him out into the street like a useless old 
rag, and I had saved his existence, he said. He was convinced that I 
would obtain official sanction for my act, and that I would stay at the 
head of the censorship. I thought it possible that I would be shot, but 
I was too exhausted to care. I telephoned to the switch control in the 
Telefonica and asked them to censor the dispatches during the night. 
Then I slept like a log. 

The following day Torres and I went to the palace of the banker 
Juan March where the Junta de Defensa had installed some of its 
offices. Frades handed me a paper with the printed letter-head 
Junta de Defensa de Madrid^ Ministerio de la Guerra — ^Defence Council of 
Madrid, War Ministry. It said: “This Defence Council of Madrid 
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decrees that pending a new order from this same Defence Council the 
whole personnel of the Ministry of Foreign Affairs shall continue at 
its posts. The Secretariat. Signed: Frades Orondo. Dated: Madrid, 
8th November 1936. Stamped with the stamp of the Junta’s Execu- 
tive Committee.” I still have the paper. 

When we arrived back at the Ministry, the portly Faustino came 
up to me and said in a hushed voice: 

“The Under-Secretary is in his room.” 

“All right, leave him there. Hasn’t he gone to Valencia, then?” 

“ Oh yes but his car broke down.” 

“ I’ll see him later. Now be so kind as to call the whole staff to the 
press room.” 

I showed the order of the Junta de Defensa to the gathered em- 
ployees and said: “I think what ought to be done now is to form a 
Popular Front Committee which will be responsible for the conduct 
of affairs. Apart from that, you will all have to stay at your posts 
until there are detailed orders from Valencia.” 

Torres, who was young and ingenuous, wanted to do things in 
the grand style. He asked Faustino to unlock the Ambassadors’ 
room, and added: “As a lot of you don’t belong to any pohtical 
organization, all of us who do will meet in the Ambassadors’ 
room.” 

There were nine of us, the six printers, two oflSce employees, and 
myself. Torres took the chair. He was small and thin, and his insig- 
nificant body sank far too deep into the upholstery of the Minister’s 
chair. 

The Ambassadors’ room was a long hall almost filled by an enor- 
mous central table. The walls were hung with red-and-gold brocade, 
the chairs had curved gilt backs, and red velvet seats, the claws of 
their legs bit deep into the flower bunches of the carpet. A leather 
folder with the coat-of-arms embossed in gold lay on the table in 
front of each seat. Torres in shirt-sleeves addressed the six printers in 
their blue blouses and us three dishevelled clerks with a solemn: 
“Comrades!” 

The big rbom dwarfed and smothered us. We shouted loudly in 
our discussion. When we left, the carpet was smeared with cigarette 
ash and the brocade impregnated with smoke. While we filed out, 
Faustino came in and threw all the windows wide open to cleanse his 
sanctuary; but we were well content. We had formed a Popular 
Front Committee, of which Torres was chairman and I secretary. 
We had also founded^thefForeign*Ministry Employees’ Union. An 
hour later all the personnel had joined. 

The sergeant of the Shock Police called me into his room and dnit 
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the door with ostentatious care. **Now, what are you going to do with 
that fellow?” 

“Which fellow?” 

“ That Under-Secretary. He ought to be wiped out.” 

“ Don’t be a damned brute.” 

“ I may be a brute, but that fellow is a Fascist. Do you know what 
happened to him? He was afraid to go through Tarancon, because of 
the Anarchists, and so he’s come back. Didn’t you know the story? 
All Madrid knows it. The Anarchists of Tarancdn were waiting for 
the Government and the bigwigs when they ran away last night, and 
wanted to shoot all of them. The only one who’d got guts enough to 
deal with them was our own Minister, Don Julio, but there were 
some who ran away in their pyjamas and dirtied them too, I bet.” 

I went to see the Under-Secretary. Sehor Ureha’s eyes were dilated 
behind his spectacles, his face faintly green like a church candle. He 
offered me a seat 

“No, thank you.” 

“At your pleasure.” 

“ I only wanted to tell you that I hold this order of the Junta de 
Defensa according to which the Ministry is not to close down.” 

“ Well — ^it’s for you to say ” There was no mistaking that the 

man was racked by fear and his mind haunted by visions of firing 
squads. 

“ That’s all I wanted to say.” 

“ But I must leave for Valencia this afternoon.” ' 

“There’s nothing on my side to prevent you. You are the Under- 
secretary of Foreign Affairs, I’m just a wartime employee of the 
censorship. You, I suppose, have your instructions direct from the 
Government. The only thing I had to tell you was that this Ministry 
of Foreign Affairs would not close down. Nothing else concerns me.” 

“ Oh, all right then, all right, very many thanks.” 

Seiior Urena left that afternoon, and Madrid saw him no more. 
Torres gave me an order signed by the Popular Front Committee to 
the effect that I was to take charge of the Press Department. In the 
day censorship room sat an elderly man with a white thatch of hair, 
the journalist LUzo, mild-mannered and of a shining honesty, who 
received me with a cry of relief. 

“Thank goodness this is being settled. Do you know that the jour- 
nalists put through their reports without any censorship yesterday?” 

“What the devil — ^the switch censors were going to look after 
that!” 

“Yes, that may be, and they certainly seem to have done so during 
the night. But you know, quite a lot of the journalists used to book 
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their calls from here and telephone their dispatches through from the 
Ministry press room, because it was more comfortable, and we used 
to do the switch censoring here. The Telefdnica people must have put 
through the calls because they believed the reports were censored 
and checked here as usual. Or perhaps it was just a muddle. Any- 
how, here you can see what was sent out to the world yesterday.” 

I looked through the sheaf of papers and my stomach turned over. 
The suppressed feelings of some of the correspondents had flared up; 
there* were reports breathing a malicious glee at the idea that Franco 
was, as they put it, inside the town. People abroad who read it must 
have thought that the rebels had conquered Madrid and that the 
last, weak, disjointed resistance would soon come to an end. There 
were just and sober reports as well; but the general picture that arose 
was one of a hideous muddle — ^which certainly existed — ^without the 
blaze of determination and fight which also existed and which was, 
in the slang of the joxarnalists, the “real story”. I had never been as 
completely convinced of the need for a war censorship as when I read 
those petty and deeply untrhe reports and realized that the damage 
abroad had been done. It was a defeat inflicted by the man who had 
deserted. 

On the same day, a haggard, shy man in mourning, who looked as 
though he suffered from stomach trouble, came to see me. “Fm the 
State Controller of the Transradio Company. I heard that you got 
things going here, and so I thought I would consult you. You see, I 
have to censor aU the radio-telegrams, and most of them are from 
foreign embassies. You belong to the Foreign Ministry, so you might 
be able to help me, since everybody else has gone away. Frankly, I 
don’t know what to do. You see, I’m not a man of action.” He 
straightened his tie and handed me a packet of telegrams. I explained 
that I had no authority to intervene in his affairs and tried to send 
him to the Junta de Defensa. 

“I’ve been there. They told me to go on censoring as usual, that’s 
all — ^but now look, what shall I do with this?” He picked out a tele- 
^am directed to “His Excellency Generalissimo Francisco Franco, 
War Ministry, Madrid”. It was a flowery message of congratulation 
to the conqueror of Madrid, signed by the President of one of the 
smaller Spanish-American Republics. 

“That’s easy,” I said. “Send it back with the service note: 
‘ Unknown at the above address’.” But if this telegram was not parti- 
cularly important from a censorship point of view, there were others 
in code from embassies and legations whose support of Franco was 
imequivocal. There were radio messages from Spaniards with a 
fordgn embassy address — ^anti-Republican refugees — ^to “relatives” 
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abroad, which showed the time-honoured pattern of simple code 
messages. The most prolific telegram sender was Felix Schleyer, the 
German business man whom I knew to be one of the most active 
Nazi agents, but who was protected by a spurious extra-territoriality 
as the Administrator of the Norwegian Legation in the absence of its 
Minister, then residing in St. Jean de Luz. 

To help the controller of the radio company, I took it upon myself 
to decide which telegrams to hold back and which to send. But I was 
under no illusion. We were fumbling, we were not equipped to deal 
with the matters abandoned by those in charge. Yet we could not 
abandon them too. I was hot with resentment and contempt for the 
bureaucrats who had scrambled to safety, too sure of the fall of 
Madrid to make any provision for the continuation of the work. The 
case of the radio-telegrams, which did not immediately concern me, 
brought it home to me that the breakdown had occurred in all the 
administrative offices of the State, and that those who had stayed on 
in Madrid had to set up emergency services following the rules of a 
revolutionary defence, not the rules of precedence. 

I reorganized the foreign press censorship with the five members of 
the staff left behind by Rubio Hidalgo. Some of the journalists 
showed us a sullen resentment; they chafed under the re-established 
control. ‘‘Now they’ll be.sending out their poisonous stuff through 
their diplomatic bags,” said one of the censors. 

What we had set up was a very flimsy structure. We were cut off, 
without instruction and information, without any superior authority 
short of the Junta de Defens a, and the Junta had other worries than to 
look after the foreign press censorship. Nobody there was certain to 
which department we belonged. I could not get through to Valencia 
by telephone. Yet I felt pride in carrying on. 

Around us, Madrid was swept by a fierce exultation: the rebels had 
not got through. Milicianos cheered each other and themselves in the 
bars, drunk with tiredness and wine, letting loose their pent-up fear 
and excitement in their drinking bouts before going back to their 
street corner and their improvised barricades. On that Sunday, the 
endless November the 8th, a formation of foreigners in uniform, 
equipped with modern arms, paraded through the centre of the 
town: the legendary International Column which had been training 
in Albacete had come to the help of Madrid. After the nights of the 
6th and 7th, when Madrid had been utterly alone in its resistance, 
the arrival of those anti-Fascists from abroad was an incredible relief. 
Before the Sunday was over, stories went round of the bravery of the 
International battalions in the Casa de Gampo, of how “our” Ger- 
mans had stood up to the iron and steel of the machines of the 
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“other” Germans at the spearhead of Francois troops, of how our 
German comrades had let themselves be crushed by those tanks 
rather than retreat. Russian tanks, A.A. guns, planes, and munition 
trucks were arriving. There was a rumour that the United States 
would sell arms to the Spanish Republic. We wanted to believe it. 
We all hoped that now, through the defence of Madrid, the world 
would awaken to the meaning of our fight. Therefore the foreign 
press censorship of Madrid was part of its defence, or so I thought. 

On one of -those mornings, the new siege guns brought up by the 
rebels began their dawn bombardment. I was sleeping in an arm- 
chair at the Ministry, when I was woken by a series of explosions in 
the neighbourhood. The shells were falling in the Puerta de Sol, in 
the Calle Mayor, in the Plaza Mayor — three and two hundred yards 
from the building. Suddenly the stout walls trembled, but the explo- 
sion and destruction for which my nerves were waiting, did not 
follow. Somewhere in the upper stories there was shouting and run- 
ning, half-clad people came pattering down the stairs, Faustino in a 
dressing-gown, his wife in a petticoat and bed-jacket, her spongy 
breasts flapping, a group of Shock Police in shirt-sleeves. In the west 
court, a cloud of dust silted down from the ceiling. 

A shell had hit the building, but not exploded. It had gone 
through the thick old walls and come to rest in the door to the dormi- 
tory of the Shock Police guard. There it was, monstrously big, lying 
across the threshold. The wood of the inlaid floor was smouldering, 
and on the wall opposite was a jagged hole. A row of volumes of the 
Espasa-Calpe Dictionary had' been shattered. It was a twenty-four 
centimetre shell, as big as a child. After endless telephoning hither 
and thither, a man from the Artillery Depot arrived to dismantle the 
fuse; the shell would be fetched away later on. The Shock Police 
cleared the western half of the building, and we waited in the other 
court. After a short while, the artiller^t emerged triumphantly, in 
one hand the brass fuse cap, in the other a strip of paper. The guards 
carried the huge, harmless shell into the court and set it up. Some- 
body translated the words on the paper that had been hidden in the 
hollow of the shell. It said in German: “ Comrades, don^t be afraid, 
the shells I charge do not explode. — ^A German worker.” The big 
wrought-iron gates were thrown open and the shell exhibited under 
the portal. Thousands of people came to stare at the shell and the 
strip of paper. Now the workers in Germany were helping us — we 
were going to win the war! JVb pasardn^ no pasardn — They will not 
pass! A plane, glittering like a silver bird in the sunlight, was flying 
high overhead. People pointed to* it: One of ours — ^the Russians — 
Long live Russia! The plane made a loop, banked and dropped a 
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stick of bombs over the centre of the town. The crowd scattered for an 
instant and then drifted back to restore its faith by looking at the dud 
shell on its table, flanked by Shock Police sentries. 

I went home, fetched the photographs of the murdered children of 
Getafe, and took them to the Communist Party office, to be used for 
propaganda posters. 

In the morning of November the nth, Luis came to tell me that 
two foreigners were waiting for me in Rubio’s office. 

When I entered the dark, musty room which still carried the traces 
of sudden flight, I saw a youngish man with strong, high-coloured 
mobile features, horn-rimmed glasses and a mop of crinkled brown 
hair, walking up and down, and a pale, slight woman with prim lips 
and a bun of mousy hair leaning against the desk. I had not the 
faintest idea who they were. The man slapped a bundle of papers on 
the desk, and said in bad Spanish, with a guttural accent: 

“Who’s the man in charge here? You, I suppose?” He put his 
question in an aggressive tone which I resented. I answered curtly: 
“And who are you? ” 

“ Look, comrade, this is Comrade Kolzoff of Praoda and Izvesiia. 
We come from the War Commissariat — and we want to know a few 
things from you.” She spoke with a French accent. I looked at the 
bundle of papers. They were the press dispatches sent out without the 
censorship stamp on November the 7th. 

The Russian snapped at me: “This is a scandal. Whoever is 
responsible for this kind of sabotage deserves to be shot. We saw 
them in the War Commissariat when somebody from the Ministry 
brought them in an envelope to be sent to Valencia. Was it you who 
let the journalists get away with it? Do you know what you have 
done?” 

“ I know that I have prevented this kind of thing from going on,” 

I retorted. “Nobody else has bothered about it, and you too, have 
come somewhat late in the day.” But then I began to explain the 
whole story, less annoyed by Kolzoff’s imperious manner than 
pleased because at long last someone cared about our work. I ended 
by telling them that so far I was in charge of the censorship by no- 
body’s authority except my own and that of the improvised Popular 
Front Committee, consisting of nine men. 

“Your authority is the War Commissariat. Come along with us. 
Suzana will provide you with an order of the Secretariat.” 

They took ine in their car to the War Ministry where I found out 
that the woman called Suzana was acting as responsible secretary to 
the Madrid War Commissariat, apparently because she had stayed 
on and kept her head. She had been a typist. Groups of militia 
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officers came and went, people btirst in to shout that their consign- 
ment of arms had not arrived, and the man Kolzoff intervened in 
most of the discussions on the authority of his vitaKty and arrogant 
will. I was glad to come under the War Commissariat. Alvarez del 
Vayo, who was already my supreme chief in his capacity as Foreign 
Minister, had been appointed Commissar General. I did not yet 
know him personally, but I was swayed by the popular feehng for 
him: he was the iSrst of the Ministers who had come back to Madrid 
and made contact with the front line of the besieged city. It was 
common talk that he alone had stood up to the Anarchist group at 
Tarancon like a man; people remembered that it was he who had 
told the truth about our war to the diplomats assembled at Geneva. 
I hoped that under the conditions of a state of siege, the foreign press 
censorship would remain divorced from the Foieign Ministry’s 
bureaucracy in the Valencia rearguard. 

The written order I received from the War Commissariat on 
November the 12th said: 

“Having regard to the transfer to Valencia of the Ministry of 
Foreign Affairs and to the indispensable need for the Press Depart- 
ment of the aforesaid Ministry to continue functioning in Madrid, 
the General War Commissariat has decided that the aforementioned 
office of the Press Department shall henceforward be dependent on 
the General War Commissariat, and furthermore that Arturo Barea 
Ogazon shall be in charge of the same, with the obligation to render 
a daily report of its activities to the General War Commissariat.” 

On the evening of that day, Rubio Hidalgo rang up from Valencia; 
he was coming to Madrid to setde things. I informed the War Com- 
missariat. They told me not to let him touch any papers, but to bring 
him to the War Ministry; they would speak to him. 

“And supposing he doesn’t want to come? ” 

“ Then bring him here between two men from the Shock Police.” 

I had been avoiding Rubio’s room. It belonged to an official head 
of the department who might sit there in state, undisturbed by the 
work of others. Moreover, I disliked the very smell of that room. But 
when Rubio Hidalgo arrived from Valencia, I received him in his 
own office, behind his desk, and at once passed on the order from the 
War Commissariat. He grew even more pallid and blinked his 
hooded eyes, but he said: “ Let us go then.” 

At the Commissariat he kept still under the crude, outspoken 
reprimands, then played his cards. He was the Press Chief of the 
Foreign Ministry: the War Commissariat must be opposed to any 
wild and disorganized action, since it recognized the authority of 
Government in which the Chief of the War Commissariat was a 
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Minister. Rubio’s legal position was unassailable. It was agreed that 
the Foreign Press and Censorship Office at Madrid would continue 
to depend on him in his capacity as Press Chief. It would be under 
the Madrid War Commissariat for current instructions, and through 
the Commissariat under the Junta de Defensa. The Foreign Ministry’s 
Press Department would continue to cover the expenses of the 
Madrid office, the censored dispatches would continue to be sent to 
Rubio, He was suave and conciliatory. Back at the Foreign Ministry 
he discussed the details of the service with me; the general rules for 
the censorship continued to be the same, while military security 
instructions would reach me from the Madrid authorities. We agreed 
that the censorship offices would have to be moved to the Telefonica 
altogether. The journalists were clamouring for the transfer; most of 
them lived in hotels near the Telefdnica, and they found the 
repeated journey to and from the Ministry, through shell-spattered 
streets, most inconvenient. We also had an interest in relieving the 
Telefdnica employees from their emergency censoring and in cover- 
ing all the shifts with our own scanty staff. Rubio promised to send 
another censor from Valencia. He departed with expressions of 
friendship and appreciation for our arduous work. I knew that he 
hated me far more deeply than I hated him. 

When we had settled down in the Telefdnica, I went out for a few 
hours’ walk. It was my first free spell since November the 7th. My 
brain was drugged, I wanted to have some air. It was unthinkable to 
go home. I walked towards the district of Argiielles, the residential 
quarter overhanging the Manzanares valley, which had been shat- 
tered by concentrated bombing in the first days of the siege, when the 
rebel tanks had stood ready to climb up the slope to the Plaza de 
Espana. They had begun climbing up the slope, but they had been 
thrown back, almost in sight of the bronze statue of Don Quixote. 
But the part of Argiielles around the Paseo de Rosales and the Galle 
de Ferraz, which was to have been the breach in the defence ring, had 
since been evacuated and declared part of the front-line zone. 

The night fogs had gone and the sky was mercilessly brilliant. I 
saw every rent and hole in the Cuartel de la Montana. The gardens 
at its feet were rank and dirty. Some of the holes framed the sunlit 
walls of an inner court. The building was a big, hollow shell which 
caught the sounds firom the front and gave them back, amplified. 
The rattle of a machine-gun down by the river echoed in the galleries 
of the barracks. 

So far there were signs of human Ufe, the noises of people in some 
part of the abandoned barracks, Miliciano units marching through 
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the avenues in the direction of the front, sentries standing in door- 
ways. I wanted to turn into the Paseo de Rosales but a soldier sent 
me back: “You can’t go there, mate, it’s swept by the machine- 
guns.” So I went down the parallel street, the Calle de Ferraz. It was 
deserted. As I walked on, the dead street took hold of me. There were 
absurdly intact houses side by side with heaps of rubble. There were 
houses cleft through cleanly, which showed their entrails like a doll’s 
house. In the few days that had passed, the fogs had peeled the paper 
from the walls, and long pale strips fluttered in the brisk wind. A 
tilted piano showed its black and white teeth. Lamps were swinging 
from the rafters of vanished ceilings. Behind the glass knife fringe of a 
window frame a shamelessly smooth mirror reflected a rumpled 
divan. 

I passed bars and taverns, one whose floor had been swallowed by 
the black gulf of its cellar, another with the walls standing undis- 
turbed, but the zinc bar corrugated, the clock on the wall a twisted 
mass of wheels and springs, and a little red curtain flapping in front 
of nothing. I went into a tavern which was not damaged, but only 
deserted. Stools and chairs were standing round red-painted tables, 
glasses and bottles were standing as the customers had left them. 
There was thick, slimy water in the rinsing basin of the bar. Out of 
the neck of a big square flagon, blackish with the dried dregs of wine, 
a spider crept slowly, stood straddled over the rim on its hairy legs 
and stared at me. 

I walked away quickly, almost running, pursued by the stare and 
the cry of the dead things. The tram rails, tom from the paving 
stones and twisted into convulsive loops, blocked the path like angry 
snakes. 

The street had no end. 


II. IN THE TELEFONICA 

W hen you are in danger of death you feel fear, beforehand, 
or while it lasts, or afterwards. But in the moment of 
danger itself you attain something I might call power of 
sight: the percipience of your senses and instincts be- 
comes so sharpened and clarified that they see into the depth of your 
life. If the danger of death persists over a long, unbroken period, not 
as a personal, isolated sensation, but as a collective and shared ex- 
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perience, you either lose your power of imagination to the point of 
insentient bravery or numb passivity, or else that power of sight 
grows more sensitive in you until it is as though it had burst the 
boundaries of life and death. 

In those days of November 1936, the people of Madrid, all of them 
together, and every single individual by himself, lived in constant 
danger of death. 

The enemy stood at the gates of the city and could break in at any 
moment. Shells fell in the streets. Bombers flew over the roofs and 
dropped their deadly load unpunished. We were in a war and in a 
besieged town; but the war was a civil war and the besieged town 
held enemies in its midst. No-one knew for certain who was a loyal 
friend and who a dangerous hidden enemy. No-one was safe from 
denunciation and error, from the shot of an over-excited Miliciano 
or of a masked assassin dashing past in a car and spraying the pave- 
ment with machine-gun bullets. What food there was might dis- 
appear overnight. The air of the town was laden with tension, unrest, 
distrust, physical fear, and challenge, as it was laden with the un- 
reasoning, embittered will to fight on. We walked side by side, arm in 
arm, with Death. 

November was cold, damp, and hung with fogs. Death was 
filthy. 

The shell which killed the old street-seller at the corner of the 
Telefonica flung one of her legs far away from the body into the 
middle of the street. November caught it, smeared its slime and mud 
on what had been a woman’s leg, and turned it into the dirty tatters 
of a beggar. 

The fires dripped soot. It dissolved in the dampness and became a 
black, viscous liquid that stuck to one’s soles, clung to one’s hands, 
hair, face, and shirt collar, and stayed there. 

Buildings slit open by bombs exhibited shattered, fog-soaked 
rooms with swelling, shapeless furniture and fabrics, their dyes oozing 
out in turgid dribbles, as though the catastrophe had happened years 
before and the ruins stayed abandoned ever since. In the houses of 
the living, the fog billowed through the broken window-panes in 
chill wads. 

Have you ever leant by night over the curbstone of an old well 
where the waters sleep far down? Everything is black and silent and 
you cannot see the bottom. The silence is dense, it rises from the 
bowels of the earth and smells of mould. When you speak a word, a 
hoarse echo answers from the deep. If you go on watching and listen- 
ing, you will hear the velvet padding of slimy beasts on the walls of 
the shaft. Suddenly one of the beasts drops into the water. The water 
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catches a spark of light from somewhere and dazzles you with a 
fugitive, livid, steely flash, as though of a naked knife blade. You turn 
away from the well with a cold shudder. 

That is how it felt to look down into the street from one of the 
windows high up in the Telefdnica. 

At times the silence filled with dreaded sounds, that silence of a 
dead town, was ripped, and the shaft of the well came alive with 
piercing screams. Bundles of light swept through the street alongside 
the screeching sirens mounted on motor-cycles, and the drone of 
bombers invaded the sky. The nightly slaughter began. The building 
quivered in its roots, the windows rattled, the electric lamps waxed 
and waned. And then everything was choked and drowned in a 
pandemonium of hisses and explosions, of red, green, and blue glares, 
of twisting, gigantic shadows cast by crashing walls and disem- 
bowelled houses, of madly tolling fire-bells, of whistles, of shouts, of 
cries. The broken glass showering down on the pavement tinkled 
musically, almost merrily. 

I was exhausted beyond measure. I had a camp-bed in the censor- 
ship room at the Telefdnica, and slept in snatches by day or night, 
constantly wakened by inquiries or by air raids. I kept myself going 
by drinking strong black coffee and brandy. I was drunk with tired- 
ness, coffee, brandy, and worry. The responsibility for censoring the 
international press had fallen on my shoulders, together with the care 
of the war correspondents in Madrid. I found myself in perpetual 
conflict between the contradictory orders from the Ministry in 
Valencia on the one side, and from the Junta de Dejensa or the War 
Commissariat of Madrid on the other, short of staff, incapable of 
speaking a word of English and forced to face a horde of journalists 
nervously excited by their own work at a battle front barely a mile 
away. And we had to work in a building which was the landmark for 
all the guns shelling Madrid and all the bombers flying over the city, 
and which every one of us knew to be a man-trap. 

I stared at the journalists’ reports, trying to make out what they 
wanted to convey, hunting through pedantic dictionaries to find the 
meaning of their double-edged words, sensing and resenting their 
impatience or hostility. I never saw them as human beings, but 
merely as grimacing puppets, pale blobs in the dusk, popping up, 
vociferating, and disappearing. 

Towards midnight an alert was sounded and we went into the 
narrow corridor which offered shelter from flying glass in the little 
lobby behind the door. There we continued to censor reports by the 
beams of our electric torches. 
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A group of people was groping through the passage. ‘‘Can’t those 
journalists keep quiet while the raid’s on?” one of us grunted. 

They were correspondents who had just come from Valencia. A 
couple of them had been in Madrid before and gone away on 
November the 7th or so. We exchanged greetings in the semi-dark- 
ness. There was a woman among them, 

I took them back to the office when the brief alert was over. I 
could not make out the faces of the new-comers in the dim light of the 
lamp wrapped in its purple carbon paper. Other journalists arrived 
with urgent messages about the raid, which I had to dispatch at 
once. The woman sat down at the desk: a round face with big eyes, 
blunt nose, wide forehead, a mass of dark hair that looked almost 
black, too broad shoulders encased in a green or grey coat, or it may 
have been some other colour which the purple light made indefinite 
and ugly. She was over thirty and no beauty. Why in hell had those 
people in Valencia sent me a woman, when I had my hands full with 
the men anyhow? My feelings towards her were strictly unfriendly. 

It was irritating having to look up the many new words war and its 
weapons threw up every day; it made me very slow at my work. The 
woman was watching me with curious eyes. Suddenly she said in 
French: “ Can I help you with anything, camaradel ” 

Silently, I handed her a page with a number of baffing idioms. I 
was displeased and slightly suspicious when I saw how quickly and 
easily she ran her eyes along the lines, but I consulted her about a 
few terms, to get rid of the heap of papers. When we were alone I 
asked her: “Why did you call me ‘comrade’?” 

She looked up with an expression of great astonishment. 

“Because we are all comrades here.” 

“I don’t think many of the journalists are. Some of them are 
Fascists.” 

“ I have come here as a Socialist and not as a newspaper corres- 
pondent.” 

“All right, then,” I said, “let it pass at comrades.” I said it 
harshly and against my inclination. That woman was going to create 
complications. 

I checked and endorsed her papers, billeted her in the Hotel Gran 
Via, just opposite the Telefdnica, and asked Luis, the orderly, to 
pilot her through the dark street. She walked down the passage, 
straight and terribly serious in her severe coat. But she knew how to 
walk. A voice behind me said: “She’s a member of the Shock 
PoHcel” 

When Luis came back he exclaimed: “Now there’s a woman for 
you!” 
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“What, do you find her atti active?” I asked him, astonished. 

“She’s a fine woman, Don Arturo. But perhaps too much of a 
good thing for a man. And what an idea to come to Madrid just now ! 
She doesn’t even know five words of Spanish. But I think she’ll be all 
right if she’s got to be out in the streets all by herself. She’s got plenty 
of guts, that woman.” 

The following day she came to the censorship for her safe-conduct 
and we had a long talk in conventional French. She spoke frankly 
about herself, ignoring, or not even noticing, my resentment. She 
was an Austrian Socialist with eighteen years of political work behind 
her; she had had her share in the February Rising of the Viennese 
workers in 1934, and in the underground resistance movement fol- 
lowing it; then she had escaped to Czechoslovakia and had lived 
there with her husband, as a political writer. She had decided to go 
to Spain as soon as the war broke out. Why? Well, she thought it was 
the most important thing in the whole world for Socialists, and she 
wanted to do something for it. She had been following events in our 
country through the Spanish Socialist papers which she deciphered 
with the help of her French, Latin, and Italian. By University train- 
ing she was an economist and sociologist, but for many years she had 
invested her time in propagandist and educational work within the 
labour movement. 

I groaned internally: so a highbrow woman intellectual had fallen 
to my lot I 

Well, since she was determined to get to Spain, she had got there, 
goodness knows how, with borrowed money, on the strength of the 
promise of some Left papers in Czechoslovakia and Norway to take 
her articles, but without a salary or budget for telephone reports or 
cables, with nothing but a few powerful letters of introduction. The 
Spanish Embassy in Paris had sent her on to the Press Department, 
which had decided to foot her bill of fare. Rubio Hidalgo had taken 
her back to Valencia in his convoy, but she thought that at least one 
labour journalist ought to report directly from Madrid, and so she 
had come back. She would write her own stuff and serve as a kind of 
secretary to a French and an English journalist, who were willing to 
pay her quite a lot; so she would be all right. Not that this was very 
important. She had put herself at the disposal of our propaganda 
department and considered herself under our discipline. 

A neat little speech. I did not know what to do’ with her; she 
seemed to know too much and too little. Also, I thought her story a 
bit fantastic, in spite of the letters she had shown me, 

A plump and jovial Danish journalist came into the room, one of 
the men who had arrived together with the woman. He wanted' me 
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to pass a long article for Politiken. I was very sorry: I could not censor 
anything in Danish, he would have to submit it to us in French. He 
spoke to the woman, she glanced through the handwritten pages and 
turned to me. 

It is an article on the bombing of Madrid. Let me read it for you. 
I have censored other Danish articles for the Valencia censorship. It 
would make it difficult for his paper if he had to re-write and send it 
in French.” 

I cannot pass reports in a language I don’t understand.” 

‘‘Ring up Valencia, ask Rubio Hidalgo, and you’ll see that he will 
let me do it. It’s in your own interest, after all. I’ll come back later to 
hear what he says.” 

I did not much like her insistence, but I reported the case to Rubio 
when I had my midday telephone conference with him. I found that 
I could not pronounce the woman’s name, but there was no other 
foreign woman journalist in the town. To my surprise, Rubio agreed 
at once and asked: “ But what else is lisa doing? ” 

“I don’t really know. She’ll write a few articles, I suppose, and 
type for Delmer and Delapr6e for a living.” 

“Ask her to join the censorship. The usual pay, three hundred 
pesetas a month, plus her expenses in the hotel. She might be very 
useful, she knows a lot of languages, and is very intelligent. But she’s 
a bit impulsive and naive. Ask her to-day.” 

When I invited her to become a censor, she hesitated for a brief 
moment and then said: “Yes. It isn’t good for your propaganda that 
none of you can speak with the journalists in their professional lan- 
guage. I’ll do it.” 

She started that very night. We worked together, one on each side 
of the wide desk. The shadow from the lampshade feU on our faces, 
and only when we were leaning over the papers did we see the 
other’s nose and chin in the light cone, foreshortened and flattened 
by the glare. She was very qxiick. I could see that the journalists were 
pleased and talked to her in rapid English, as though to one of them- 
selves. It worried me. Once she put the pencil down and I watched 
her, while she was absorbed in her report. It must have been amus- 
ing, because her mouth curved in a faint half-smile. 

“But — this woman has a delightfiil mouth,” I said to myself. And 
I suddehly felt curiosity and wanted to see her more closely. 

That night we talked for a long time on the propaganda methods 
of the Spanish Republican Government, such as we saw them 
mirrored in the censorship rules I explained to her, and such as she 
had seen them in the results abroad. The terrible difficulties under 
which we laboured, their causes and effects, had to be suppressed in 
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press reports. Her point of view was that this was catastrophically 
wrong because it made our defeats and social diseases inexplicable, 
our successes unimportant, otir communiques ludicrous, and because 
it gave foreign Fascist propaganda an easy victory. I was fascinated 
by the subject. From my own experience in vmtten propaganda, 
although I had worked from a commercial angle, I believed our 
methods to be ineffective. We tried to preserve a prestige we did not 
possess, and lost the opportunity for positive propaganda. She and I 
saw with astonishment that we wanted the same, although in differ- 
ent formulas and coming from widely different starting points. We 
agreed that we would try to make our superiors change their tactics, 
and that we were in a key position to do so in the Foreign Press 
Censorship of besieged Madrid. 

lisa did not go back to her hotel room. She admitted that the night 
before, when Junkers and Capronis had showered down incendiary 
bombs, she had not liked being there, cut off and useless. I offered 
her the third camp-bed in the office and was pleased when she 
agreed. So she slept in snatches and censored in snatches through the 
night, as I did while Luis gently snored in his corner. 

We worked round the clock during the following day, and we 
talked at every free moment. Rafael asked me how I could find so 
much to talk about with her; Manolo told her that her conversation 
must be singularly fascinating; Luis nodded his head sagely. When 
she went out to type her own articles and stayed away with some of 
the English-speaking journalists, I was impatient and restless. News 
from the front was bad. The noise from the trenches knocked at our 
window-panes the whole day long. 

After midnight I threw myself on my camp-bed under the win- 
dow, while lisa took over the censorship of the night dispatches. 

I could not sleep. It was not only that people kept coming and 
going. I was in that stage of nervous exhaustion which makes one go 
on and on in a weary circle, in mental and physical bondage. During 
the past nights, I had not slept because of the raids, and I had had 
my brief share of fire-fighting when incendiary bombs feU in one of 
the courtyards of the Telefonica. Now I was drugged with black 
coffee and brandy. A dull irritation was mounting in me. 

Then lisa, too, lay down on the bed along the opposite wall and 
soon fell aideep. It was the quietest time, between three and five. At 
five one of the agency men would come with his endless early morn- 
ing chronicle. I dozed in a sullen, semi-lucid stupor. 

Through my dreams I began to hear a tenuous purr very fer away, 
which quickly came nearer. So I would not sleep this night eithar, 
because the bombers were coming 1 I saw through the purple-grey 
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darkness that lisa opened her eyes. We both propped our head on 
one of our hands, half sitting, half lying, face to face. 

“ I thought at first it was the lifts,’^ she said. The big lifts had been 
humming all the time in their shafts behind the wall. 

The aeroplanes were circling directly overhead and the sound 
drew nearer. They were coming down, slowly and deliberately, 
tracing a spiral round the skyscraper. I listened stupidly to the 
double-toned whirr of their propellers, a low note and a high note: 
“To sleep — ^to sleep — to sleep.” 

Ilsa asked; “ What are we going to do? ” 

What are we going to do? Like that. In a cool, detached voice. 
Who was this woman that she thought it was a joke? My head kept 
on hammering the stupid words in time with the engines: “To sleep 
— to sleep — to sleep.” And now that idiotic question of hers: What 
are we going to do? 

And was she going to make up her face now? She had opened her 
handbag, taken out a powder puff and passed it over her nose. 

I answered her question brusquely: “Nothing! ” 

We stayed on, listening to the drone of the engines circling 
inexorably overhead. Otherwise there was a deep silence. The 
orderlies must have gone down to the shelters. Everyone must have 
gone down to the shelters. What were we doing here, listening and 
waiting? 

The explosion lifted me from the mattress by at least an inch. For 
an infinitesimal moment I felt suspended in the air. The black cur- 
tains billowed into the room and poured a cascade of broken glass 
from their folds on to my blanket. The building, whose vibration I 
had not been feeling, now seemed to swing back into place in a slow 
movement. From the streets rose a medley of cries. Glass was crash- 
ing on stone. A wall crumbled softly. I guessed the mufiied thud of 
the wave of dust and rubble pouring into the street. 

Ilsa rose and sat down at the foot of my bed, in front of the flapping 
curtains. We began to talk, I do not remember of what. We needed 
to talk and to have the feeling of a refuge, like scared ammals. The 
damp fog, carrying a smell of plaster, came in gusts through the 
windows. I felt a furious desire to possess that woman then and there. 
We huddled in our coats. Overhead the drone of aircraft had ceased. 
There were a few explosions very far away. Luis poked his frightened 
face through the door. 

“But did you stay up here, you and the lady? What lunacy, Don 
Arturo 1 I went down to the basement and they sent me out with a 
rescue party while the bombs were still falling, and I had to carry a 
few who were just a nasty mess. So perhaps it would have been better 
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to stay up here. But I didn’t think I was leaving you alone, I thought 
you would come down too, of course ” 

He ran on with his nervous, jerky chatter. One of the agency cor- 
respondents came with the first “snap” on the big raid. He reported 
that a house in the Calle de Hortaleza, twenty yards from the Tele- 
fonica^ had been totally destroyed. Ilsa went to the desk to censor his 
dispatch in haste, and the faint gleam that came through the purple- 
grey carbon paper round the bulb illuminated her face. The paper 
was being slowly scorched and smelt of wax, the odour of a church in 
which the big candles of the Main Altar have just been put out, I 
went with the joxirnalist up to the twelfth floor, to see the green fires 
which ringed the Telefdnica. 

The morning came with a watery sun, and we leant out of the 
window. The Calle de Hortaleza was partly closed to traffic by a 
cordon of Milicianos. The firemen were helping to clear away debris. 
People were rolling up their blinds and drawing back their curtains. 
All the window-sills and balconies were littered with glass. Someone 
started sweeping the glittering heap down into the street. It tinkled 
on the pavement. Suddenly the figure of a drowsy woman or man 
wielding a broom appeared in every balcony door and window. The 
broken glass rained down on both sides of the street. The spectacle 
was absurdly funny and hilarious. It reminded me of the famous 
scene in Sous les Toits de Paris, when a human figure appears in every 
lit window and joins the chorus of the song. The glass clattered gaily 
on the stones, and the people who were sweeping it down exchanged 
jokes with the Milicianos in the street who had to take cover from the 
downpour. 

I saw it as something apart from myself. My own anger was still 
mounting. Now I would have to find another room for our office, 
because one could not even dream of new window-panes. 

At ten o’clock Aurelia arrived, determined to persuade me that I 
should come home for a short while; I had not been there for at least 
a week. She would arrange it so that the children would stay with her 
parents, and we would be alone in the flat. For two months or more 
we had not been alone. I was repelled by the proposal, and our 
exchange of words became acrid. She jerked her head towards Ilsa 
and said: “Of course, since you are in good company ... !” I told 
her that she would have to take the children away from Madrid. She 
said that I only wanted to get rid of her; and, seriously as I felt about 
the removal of the children from .the multiple dangers of the town, I 
knew that she was not quite wroi^. I tried to promise her that 1 
would come to see her the following day. 

At midday we were installed on the fourth floor in an enormous 
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conference room. I had a huge table in the middle and four desks 
lined up under the four windows. We ranged our three camp-beds 
along the opposite wall, a fourth one in the far corner. The windows 
opened to the Calle de Valverde, facing the battle-front of the Man- 
zanares valley. The big conference table had a shrapnel scar; the 
house in front of us was slashed by a shell; the roof of another behind 
it was gnawed away by fire: we were in the wing of the Telefonica 
most exposed to artillery fire from the blue hills beyond the maze of 
low roofs. We replaced the missing panes with cardboard and hung 
mattresses over the windows behind the desks which we selected for 
censoring. The mattresses would keep out shrapnel, and nothing 
would keep out a shell anyhow. 

We were gay while we made our preparations. The big room was 
bright and friendly compared with the one we had abandoned. We 
decided that it should be our permanent office. Ilsa and I went to 
lunch in one of the restaurants still functioning in the Carrera de San 
Jeronimo; I was tired of the canteen food, and did not feel like sitting 
with the journalists in the Hotel Gran Via, only to listen to a conver- 
sation in English I could not understand. While we passed the deep 
crater of the bomb which had smashed through the gas main and the 
vaulting of the Underground, Ilsa took my arm. We were crossing 
the expanse of the Puerta del Sol, when someone plucked at my 
sleeve. 

Can you spare me a moment? ” 

Maria was standing behind me with a hag-ridden face. I asked 
Ilsa to wait for me, and went a few steps with Maria who burst out at 
once; 

‘‘Who’s this woman? ” 

“A foreigner who’s working with me in the censorship.” 

“Don’t tell me stories. She’s your lover. If she isn’t, why should she 
be glued to your arm? And in the meantime, you leave me alone, 
like an old rag one throws away ! ” 

While I tried to tell her that it didn’t mean anything to a foreigner 
to take a man’s arm, she pomed forth a torrent of insults and then 
started to weep. Openly crying, she walked away, dowm the Calle de 
Carretas. When I joined Ilsa, I had to explain the situation; I told 
her briefly of the failure of my matrimony, of my state of mind 
between iiie two women, and of my flight from them. She made no 
comment, but I saw the same faint astonishment and disgust in her 
eyes which I had caught in the morning when I had been quarrelling 
with my wife. During lunch I felt driven to annoy and provoke her; 
I wanted to break through her calmness; afterwards I had to make 
sure that I had not destroyed the frankness of speech between us, and 
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talked, mainly of the torture of being a Spaniard who could not do 
anything to help his people. 

By midnight, after a day when we had had to carry the main load 
of the censorship, with little help from other staff, our fatigue became 
overpowering. I decided to close down the office between one o’clock 
and eight in the morning, except for very urgent and unforeseen 
cases- It was a liberation to think that I would not have to read 
through long, futile military surveys at five in the morning. It was 
impossible to go on working eighteen hours a day. 

WhUe one of the other censors dozed at the desk, lisa and I tried 
to sleep on our hard camp-beds. The cracks of lifie-shots and the 
occasional rattle of machine-guns were sweeping in waves through 
the windows. It was very cold and damp, and it was difficult to shut 
out the thought that we were in the direct firing line of the guns. We 
went on talking as though we were holding fast to each other. Then I 
slept like the dead for a few hours. 

I do not remember much of the following day. I was doped by 
sleeplessness, black coffee, brandy, and despair; I moved in a semi- 
lucidity of senses and brain. There was no raid, news from the front 
was bad, lisa and I worked together, talked together, and were silent 
together. That is all I know. 

At midnight, Luis made the three beds and pottered round the 
room. He chose the bed in the far corner for himself; there he hung 
his braided coat over a chair, took off his boots and wrapped himself 
in the blankets. Ilsa and I lay down on our camp-beds, at a foot’s 
distance from each other, and talked softly. From time to time I 
stared at the profile of the censor on duty, pallid in the shaft of light. 
We talked of what we had lived through in our minds, she in the long 
years of revolutionary fight and defeat, I in the short, endless months 
of our war. 

When the censor packed up at one o’clock, I bolted the door be- 
hind him and turned off all the lights except the desk-lamp in its 
carbon-paper shade. Luis was snoring peacefully. I went back to bed. 
The room was in darkness outside the purple-grey pool on the desk 
and the small, ruddy island round the single electric stove. Fog 
filtered through the windows together with the sounds of the front, 
and made a mauve halo round the lamp. I got up and pushed my 
bed close to hers. It was the most natural thing in the world to join 
our handstand close the circuit. 

I woke at dawn. The front was silent and the room quiet. Fog had 
thickened in it, and the halo of the desk-lamp had grown to a globe 
of purple-grey, translucid and glowing. I could see the outlines of the 
furniture. Cautiously I withdrew my arm and wrapped Ilsa in bar 
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blankets. Then I pushed my bed back into its old place. One of the 
iron legs screeched on the waxed floor-boards, and I stopped in 
suspense. Luis continued his rhythnaical breathing, scarcely a snore 
any more. Recovering from my fright, I drew my blankets tighter 
and went to sleep again. 

In the morning, the most extraordinary part of my experience was 
its naturalness. I had not the feeling of having known a woman for 
the first time, but of having known her always; “always’’, not in the 
course of my life, but in the absolute sense, before and outside this 
life of mine. It was the same sensation we sometimes feel when we 
walk through the streets of an old town: we come upon a silent little 
square, and we know it; we know that we lived there, that we have 
known it always, that it has only come back into our real life, that we 
are familiar with those moss-grown stones, and they with us. I had 
not even the masculine curiosity that watches out in the morning for 
what the woman with whom we have slept will say and do. I knew 
what she was going to do and what her face would look like, as we 
know something which is part of our own life and which we see with- 
out watching. 

She came down from the wash-room of the telephone girls with a 
fresh face, powder specks still adhering to the damp skin, and when 
Luis went out to fetch our breakfast we kissed gaily, like a happy 
married couple. 

I had an immense feeling of liberation, and seemed to see people 
and things with different eyes, in a different light, illuminated from 
within. My weariness and annoyance had gone. I had an airy sensa- 
tion, as though I were drinking champagne and laughing, with a 
mouth full of bubbles which burst and tickled and escaped merrily 
through my lips. 

I saw that she had lost her defensive seriousness and severity. Her 
grey-green eyes had a gay light in their depths. When Luis spread out 
the breakfast on one of the tables, he stopped and glanced at her. In 
the security of knowing that she did not understand Spanish, he said 
to me: 

“ She’s good to look at to-day.” 

She realized that he was talking of her. “What is it Luis said about 
me?” 

“That you are better-looking this morning.” She blushed and 
laughed. Luis looked from one to the other. When he and I were 
alone, he came up to me and said: “My congratulations, Don 
Arturo.” 

He said it without irony and quite without roguery. In his straight- 
forward mind, Luis had seen clearly what I did not yet know with my 
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brain: that she and I belonged together. With all his profound devo- 
tion to me, whom he considered to have saved his existence, he 
decided simply and clearly to be the guardian angel of our love. But 
he did not say any further word of comment. 

For it was so that at that time I did not know what he knew. While 
all my instincts had felt and seen that this was ^'my woman”, all my 
reason battled against it. As the day went on, I found myself caught 
in those carefully formulated mental dialogues which arise from a 
reasoned struggle against one’s instincts: ‘ Now you’re in it . . . now 
you’re tied up with yet another woman . . . you’ve run away from 
your own wife and you’re running away from your mistress of many 
years’ standing, and now you fall for the first woman who comes 
along, after knowing her five days. She does not even speak your 
language. Now you are going to be together with her all day long, 
without any possible escape. What are you doing? What are you 
going to do? Of course, you do not love her. It’s just an odd attrac- 
tion. It’s impossible that you should be in love with her. You have 
never been in love yet.” 

I put myself in front of lisa, looked into her face and said with the 
wondering voice of one who states a problem he cannot solve: 

“ Mais—je ne faime pas! ” 

She smiled and said in a soothing voice: ‘‘ No, my dear.” 

I was angry. 

In those days, members of the International Column, who had 
known Ilsa, or known about her, from her life outside Spain, began 
to visit the Censorship and to have long conferences with her. One 
day Gustav Regler came, a German with a pasty, furrowed face, in 
big boots, a heavy jacket with sheep-skin collar, his whole body 
twitching with nerves. Ilsa had just thrown herself on her camp-bed 
to take half an hour’s rest, and I was censoring at the desk. The 
German sat down on the foot of her bed and talked to her. I watched 
them. Her face was animated and friendly. While she spoke, he laid 
one of his hands on her shoulder, and then he laid it on her knee. I 
felt an overpowering desire to kick him out. 

When he had gone, with a casual nod for me, I went over to her 
and said: “ He wanted to make love to you.” 

‘‘Not really. The International Column is in the thick of it, and 
he’s no soldier. He tries to escape from his nerves by pretending that 
he needs a woman — and I happen to be here.” 

“ Do as you want,” I said roughly, and sat down on the edge of the 
bed. For a moment I leant my forehead on her shoulder, then I 
straightened up and said furiously: “But I’m not in love with 
you.” 



'‘No/’ she said serenely. “Let me get up. I’ll take over the shift, 
I’m quite rested. Now you have a sleep.” 

She went to the desk and began to read, while I looked at her from 
my camp-bed and kept on thinking that the wall behind her faced 
the front. Isolated shrapnel shells burst over the roofs. I was happy. 

During the night we listened to the ring of mortar explosions. In 
the grey, wet dawn we went to the window and heard the horizon of 
noise quieten down. One of the men from the Workers’ Control came 
and showed me a Mexican rifle: Mexico had sent arms. The fighters 
circling overhead were ours; they were sent by Soviet Russia. In the 
Casa de Campo, German and French comrades were fighting and 
dying for us, and in the Parque de Oeste the Basque unit was digging 
in. It was very cold, and our window-panes were starred with small 
holes. The foreign journalists reported small, infinitely costly, local 
advances of the Madrid forces, and small, dearly bought, threatening 
'advances of the ring of encirclement. But there was a joyful hope in 
us, underneath and above the fear, menace, muddle, and petty 
cowardice which went on, inevitably. We were together in the fear, 
the menace, and the fight; people were simpler and friendlier to each 
other for a time. It did not seem worth while to pretend; there were 
so few things that mattered. Those nights of fire and fighting, those 
days of stubborn, grinding work were teaching us — ^for a short time — 
to walk gaily in step with Death and to believe that we would win 
through to a new life. 

The siege and defence of Madrid had lasted twenty days. 


III. THE SIEGE 


T he assault was over and the siege was set. 

A small stair leads from the last story of the Telefdnica up 
to its square tower. There the city noise recedes, the air 
grows more transparent, the sounds more clear. A soft 
breeze blows on days of calm, and on windy days you seem to stand 
on the gale-swept bridge of a ship. The tower has a gallery facing 
with its four sides to the four points of the compass and you can look 
out over a concrete balustrade. 

To the north are the pointed crests of the Guadarrama, a barrier 
changing colour with the course of the sun. From deep blue it turns 
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into opaque black; when its rock reflects the rays of the sun it grows 
luminous, at sunset it glows in copper tints; and when the darkened 
city puts on its electric lights, the highest peaks are still incandescent. 

Over there the front began, invisibly curving round distant crags 
and gullies. Then it turned west, following the valleys, and bending 
towards the city. You saw it first from the angle of the gallery be- 
tween its north and west sides, a few smoke plumes and shell bursts 
like puffs from a cigarette. Then the front came closer, along the 
shining arc of the river Manzanares which took it south and through 
the city itself. From the height of the tower, the river appeared solid 
and motionless, while the land round it was shaken by convulsions. 
You saw and heard it move; that part of the front sent out vibrations. 
The ground carried them to the skyscraper, and there they mounted 
its steel girders until they were amplified under your feet to a tremor 
as of distant railway trains. The sounds reached you through the 
air, unbroken and undisguised, thuds and explosions, the clatter of 
machine-guns, the dry crack of rifle shots. You saw the flashes from 
the gun muzzles and you saw the trees in the Casa de Campo swaying 
as though monsters were scraping against their top branches. You 
saw ant-like figures dotting the sandy banks of the river. Then there 
came bursts of silence when you stared at the landscape, trying to 
guess at the secret of the sudden stillness, until ground and air 
trembled in spasms and the shining smoothness of the river broke up 
in quivering ripples. 

Up on the tower, the front seemed nearer than the street at the 
foot of the building. When you leaned over to look down into the 
Gran Via, the street was a dim, deep canyon, and from its distant 
bottom vertigo dragged at you. But when you looked straight in 
front, there was the landscape and the war within it spread on a table 
before you, as though you could reach out and touch it. It was 
bewildering to see the front so close, within the city, while the city 
itself remained intangible and aloof under its shield of roofs and 
towers, below the red, grey, and white divided by a labyrinth of 
cracks which were its streets. Yet then the hills across the river spat 
out white points, and the mosaic of roofe opened up in sprays of 
smoke, dust, and tiles, while you still heard the ululating shells pass * 
by. They all seemed to pass by the tower of the Telefonica. Thus the 
landscape with its dark woods, tawny fields, and glittering river sand 
was fused with the red tiles, the grey towers, and the street down 
below, and you were plunged in the heart of the battle. 

The stories above the eighth floor of the building were abandoned* 
The lift usually arrived empty at the thirteenth floor, where a few 
artillerymen manned an observation post. The men’s boots thumped 



on the parquet of the wide rooms and made them ring hollow. A 
shell had crashed through two floors, and the snapped rods, the bent 
steel girders of the frame were hanging like tatters into the jagged 
hole. 

The girl who took up the lift, perched on her stool like a bird, was 
pretty and merry. “I don’t like coming up here,” she would say. 
‘‘ It’s so lonely now, I always think the lift is going to shoot out of the 
tower into thin air.” 

Then you dropped down into Madrid like a stone, while the walls 
of the shaft closed up above you, the metal doors clanked and a smell 
of grease, hot iron, and sprayed varnish enveloped you. 

The town was alive and tense, palpitating as a deep knife wound in 
which the blood wells up in gusts and the muscles twitch with pain 
and vigorous life. 

They were shelling the centre of Madrid, and this centre over- 
flowed with people who talked, shouted, pushed, and showed each 
other that they were alive. Platoons of Milicianos — ^soldiers, we were 
beginning to call them — ^were coming from the front and marching 
to the front, cheered and cheering. Sometimes people broke into song 
with raucous gusto. Sometimes steel grated and clanked on stone 
when a tank passed, its turret open and a small figure peeping out 
with its 'hand upon the lid, like a jack-in-the-box escaping from a 
giant pot. Sometimes a big gun passed and stopped at the street 
corner so that people could finger its grey-green paint as if they were 
afraid of its being unreal. Sometimes a huge ambulance, red crosses 
on milk-white ground, passed and left silence in its wake, and the 
silence was torn by a stuttering motor-cycle weaving its way round 
people and cars. Then somebody would shout: “You’ll be late ! ” and 
the din of the crowd would burst out afresh. 

Everything was as fleeting as pictures on a screen, fleeting and 
spasmodic. People talked in shouts and laughed in shrill outbursts. 
They drank noisily with a great clatter of glasses. The footsteps in the 
streets sounded loud, firm, and quick. In daylight everyone was a 
friend, by night everyone might be an enemy. The friendliness was 
shot with a feeling of drunkenness. The city had attempted the im- 
possible, it had emerged triumphant and in a trance. 

Oh yes, the enemy was there at the gates, twelve hundred yards 
from this corner of the Gran Via. Sometimes a stray rifle bullet made 
a starred hole in a window pane. So what? They had not entered that 
night of November the 7th, how could they enter now? When shells 
dropped on the Gran Via and the Calle de Alcald, starting at the 
higher end near the front and tracing “Shell Alley” down to the 
statue of the goddess Cybele, people clustered under the doors on 
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the side of the street which was considered safer and watched the 
explosions at thirty yards’ distance. Some came from the outlying 
districts to see what a bombardment was like, and went away con- 
tented with shell splinters, still faintly warm, for a keepsake. 

The misery of it all was not on exhibition. It was hidden away in 
cellars and basements, in the improvised shelters of the Underground 
and in the hospitals where they had neither instruments nor medica- 
ments to deal with the never-ending stream of wounded people. The 
flimsy houses in the working-class districts collapsed from blast, but 
their inhabitants were swallowed by other flimsy, overcrowded 
houses. Thousands of refugees from the villages and suburbs were 
stowed away in deserted buildings, thousands of women and children 
were taken away by evacuation convoys to the east coast. The clutch 
of the siege was still tightening and more units of the International 
Column, grown to two brigades, were poured into the gaps of the 
defence. Yet the elation which carried us beyond our fears and doubts 
never petered out. We were Madrid. 

Life was slowly going back to settled conditions in our new censor- 
ship room. We looked round and found each other hollow-eyed, 
drawn, begrimed, but solid and human. New-comers among the 
journalists were inclined to treat those who had settled in as veterans, 
and lisa, the only woman, as a heroine. The guards in the Telefdnica 
changed their tone; some of the foreigners had overnight become 
comrades. Others were just beyond the pale, such as the big Ameri- 
can, who faded out of the picture and was replaced by a man of a 
very different calibre, commanding trust. 

lisa was silently given the right of citizenship in the Telefonica by 
most of our men and followed by the whispering hostility of most of 
the women. I left it to her to deal with the English-speaking jour- 
nalists, not only because her energies were fresh and I overwrought 
and exhausted, but also because I had to admit that she was doing 
what we had never been able to do: by handling the censorship with 
greater imagination and leniency, she improved relations with the 
foreign correspondents and influenced their way of reporting. Some 
of the censorship employees resented it and I had to back her with 
my authority, but through Suzana of the War Commissariat came 
qualified approval from the General Staff, where the censored dis- 
patches were read before going to Valencia. Soon lisa’s method was 
put to a hard test. 

National Socialist Germany had ofEcially recognized Franco and 
sent General von Faupel as a special envoy to Burgos. Most of the 
German citizens had been evacuated by their Embassy, and the 
Embassy itself had closed down. But there was no declaration of war, 
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only German non-intervention, in the guise of technical and strate- 
gical support for the rebels. On a grey November day, our police 
raided the German Embassy in Madrid and confiscated papers and 
arms left there. It was technically a breach of extra-territoriality, but 
the foreign correspondents who had witnessed the raid submitted 
reports speaking with unexpected accuracy of the links between the 
Embassy and the headquarters of the Fifth Column. Only — accord- 
ing to our strict official rules — ^we had to stop their reports: we had to 
suppress any reference to police measures unless they were released in 
a communique from Valencia. The correspondents were furious and 
bombarded us with demands and requests. It grew late, and they 
were afraid of missing the dead-line. I rang up the War Commis- 
sariat, but only Michael Kolzoff was there to give instructions and he 
told me to wait for an official statement. 

Ilsa was less furious and more worried than the journalists. When 
an hour of waiting had gone, she took me aside and asked me to let 
her pass the reports in the order in which they had been handed in. 
She would sign the dispatches with her initials, so that the responsi- 
bility would rest on her, and she was prepared to face the very grave 
situation which would arise from her breaking a clear order. But she 
was not prepared to turn the good will of the correspondents into bad 
will against her better knowledge and to let the German version 
monopolize the morning press of the world. Somewhat melodrama- 
tically, she said: “I’m responsible not to your Valencia bureaucracy 
but to the labour movement, and I won’t allow this to be messed up 
if I can help it.’,’ I refused to let her shoulder the responsibility alone. 
We released the reports about the raid on the Embassy. 

Late at night I was rung up by Kolzoff and threatened with court- 
martial for myself and Ilsa. On the following morning he rang up 
again and took everything back: his own superiors, whoever they 
were, had been delighted with the results of our act of insubordina- 
tion. Rubio, speaking from Valencia, followed the same line, although 
he stressed the serious character of the step Ilsa had taken in “her 
impulsive manner”, as he called it. But for the time being she had 
carried the day and, aware of her advantage, attempted to follow 
it up. 

After the first week when the bombing and shelling of Madrid was 
news, the correspondents began to chafe under the restrictions im- 
posed on their reports from the front. Ilsa argued that we should give 
them access to new material, on the principle that “you must feed 
the animals at the zoo”. There was nobody except our own office to 
deal with them. The military could not be expected to release more 
than they did. The journalists, on the other hand, were little inter- 
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ested in the social aspects of our fight; or if they were interested, they 
either turned them into black-and-white left-wing propaganda for 
readers already convinced, or into bogies to scare coinfortable people 
abroad. We could not suggest subjects for them, but we ought to 
enable them to write something of the story of Madrid. It was our 
opportunity, since we were at the switchboards. 

One day when Gustav Regler came from the front, heavy-footed 
in his new dignity as political commissar with the Xllth Brigade — 
the first of the International Brigades — he launched forth in an im- 
passioned speech in German. lisa listened attentively, and then 
turned tome: “He’s right. The International Brigades are the great- 
est thing that has happened in the movement for years, and it would 
be a tremendous inspiration to the workers ever3rwhere, if only they 
knew enough about it. Think of it, while their governments are 
organizing Non-Intervention . . . Gustav is willing to take journalists 
to his headquarters and General Edeber would see them. But there’s 
no point in it if we don’t pass their stories, on principle. I’m going to 
do it.” 

Again it was an audacious step and an i m mediate success. The 
correspondents, headed by Delmer of the Daily Express^ and Louis 
Delapr^e of Paris-Soir^ came back with glimpses of the best there was 
in the International Brigades, genuinely impressed and with a news 
story bound to make headlines. The baU was set rolling. Yet after a 
week or so it appeared that only the International Brigades figured in 
the press dispatches, as though they were the sole saviours of Madrid, 
lisa was beginning to feel qualms; she had got more than she had 
bargained for. I was angry, because I found it unjmt that the people 
of Madrid, the improvised soldiers in Garabanchel and the Parque 
de Oeste and the Guadarrama, were forgotten because there was no 
propaganda machine to show them up. Even before instructions 
came from the General Staff in Madrid and the Press Department in 
Valencia, we restricted the space for reports on the International 
Brigades. It left me with a bitter feeling of cleavage between xis, the 
Spaniards, and the world. 

In those days R^Ier asked me, as the only Spaniard with whom he 
had any contact, to write something for a front-line paper of his 
Edgar Andre Battalion. I wrote a jumble of conventional praise and 
personal impressions; I voiced my early instinctive fear that the inter- 
national units would be like the Spanish Foreign Legion I had known 
in its selfish courage, brutality, and recklessness, and my relief at 
realizing that there existed in them men driven by ‘a dean political 
feith and by love for a world without slaughter. 

Hsa worked her way through the artide because she was to tmm* 
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late it; she was beginning to read Spanish fairly fluently, though we 
still had to converse in French. Then she said unexpectedly: ®‘Do you 
know that you can write? That is, if you cut out all the pompous 
ornaments which remind me of the Jesuit Baroque churches and 
write only your own style. This thing is partly awful and partly very 
good.’’ I said: ‘'But I’ve always wanted to be a writer,” stuttering 
like a schoolboy, hot with pleasure at her and her judgement. My 
article was never used, it was not what the Political Commissar had 
wanted, but the incident was doubly important for me. She had 
disinterred my old ambition, and I had admitted my suppressed 
resentment against the foreigners in so many words, talking myself 
free of it. 

It was thrown back at me in a caricature, on the same day, I think. 
The Austrian labour leader, Julius Deutsch, made General of the 
Spanish Republican Army in honour of the Workers’ Militia which 
he had helped to organize and which had fought the first battle 
against Fascism in Europe, came to visit lisa. He was touring our 
zone together with his interpreter Rolf, and he had been given not 
only a car but a militia captain as a political commissar and guide. 
While the two were speaking with lisa, trying, as I saw clearly and 
with annoyance, to persuade her to leave the dangers of Madrid, 
their Spanish guide told me that they were spies “because they were 
always speaking that lingo instead of speaking like Christians ”. The 
man was really upset and excited: “Now tell me, Companero^ what do 
they seek in Spain? It can’t be anything decent. I tell you they’re 
spies. And the woman there must be one too.” It made me laugh and 
gave me a shock even while I was talking sense to him: I was one of 
those Spaniards, too. 

Angel was standing before me in the motley uniform of a Mili- 
ciano, blue boiler suit over several layers of torn pullovers, a greasy 
peaked cap with a five-pointed star, a rifle in his hand and a huge 
sheathed knife in his belt, everything caked with mud and his grimy 
face split by an enormous grin. 

“ Christ alive, I thought I’d never find you in this labyrinth. Well, 
so here I am. I didn’t die, oh no, sir, and they didn’t kill me, either. 
I’m going strong, I am.” C 

“ Angel, where have you sprung from? ” 

“From somewhere over tlicre.” He pointed with his thumb over 
his shoulder. “ I was getting bored in my dispensary and things were 
getting hot somewhere else, so I went there. So now I’m a Miliciano, 
and a real one, I can tell you.” 

In the middle of October, Angel had been taken on as dispensary 
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assistant in one of the first emergency hospitals. He had vanished on 
the evening of November the 6th and I had not heard of him since. 

“Yes, on the evening of the 6th I went down to Segovia Bridge. 
Well, what should I tell you? You know they gave us a thrashing — 
the Moors, the Legionaries, and the tanks. As though the world had 
come to an end. They killed nearly all of us.” 

“ But you were left.” 

“Yes. But . . . well, I don’t know about that, because you see, I 
don’t really know if I am left. I’m only beginning to realize it now. 
Somebody came up to me yesterday and said: ‘Amgelillo, you’re 
going to be a corporal.’ So I said: 'Hell, why?’ And the other chap 
said: 'Pecause you’ve been made one.’ I was thinking he’d made a 
mistake, because as far as I knew, we weren’t exactly in barracks, but 
in a hole in the earth digging hard to make a trench. So then I 
started realizing things. The Term and the Civil Guard were pep- 
pering away at us firom a couple of houses. And there it was. They 
hadn’t killed me. So I asked a fellow by the name of Juanillo, a 
neighbour in our street: 'Juanillo, lad,’ I said, ‘what day is it?’ He 
started counting on his fingers, scratched his head and said to me: 

‘ Well — I don’t righdy know.’ ” 

“ Angelillo, I believe you’re a bit drunk.” 

“Don’t you believe it. It’s just that I’m afraid. I only took three or 
four glasses in company with my friends, and then I said to myself, 
I’ll go and see Don Arturo — ^if they haven’t killed him yet, that is. 
Your missus told me you don’t ever get out of this place, so I came 
here. But I won’t say I wouldn’t like to take a glass with you, if you’ve 
no objection. . . . All right, then, later. And I’ve nothing to tell you, 
as I said before. Nothing. It’s just been a lot of bangs all the time 
since the 6th until to-day, because we’ve finished our trench now. Of 
course, they’re still shooting, but it’s different. Before, they were 
peppering us in the middle of the street, and round the corners, and 
even inside the houses. But now we’ve set up a real hotel, I can tell 
you.” 

“But where are you now? ” 

“The other side of Segovia Bridge, and we’ll be in Navalcarnero 
in a couple of days, you’ll see. And what’s been happening to you? ” 

It was as difficult for me as it was for him to give an account of 
tilings. Time had lost its meaning. November the 7th seemed to me a 
date in the remote past and, at the same time, yesterday, I remem- 
bered flashes of things seen and done, but they bore no relation to the 
chronological order of events. We could not narrate what we had 
lived through, Angel and I, we could only seize upon incidents. 
Angd had spent those days killing, drowned in a world of explosions 
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and blasphemies, of men killed and left behind, of crumbling houses. 
He remembered nothing but a blur, and a few lucid moments in 
which something had printed itself on his memory. 

“War’s a stupid thing, you don’t know what’s happening,” he 
said. “Well, of course, you do know a few things. For instance, one 
morning a Civil Guard stuck his head out behind a wall and I tried 
to take aim at him. He wasn’t looking at me, but somewhere over to 
my right. He knelt down outside the cover of the wall and drew up 
his rifle. I fired, and he fell like a sack, with his arms spread out. I 
said: ‘So there, you swine.’ At that moment, somebody beside me 
said: ‘I’ve got a sharp eye, haven’t I? I laid him out’ So I said: ‘It 
seems to me you’ve got a bit mixed up.’ So then we ended by punch- 
ing each other there on the spot, about whether it was him or me that 
had killed the man. We’re always together now, and when we sight a 
Fascist, we take it in turns to fire first, once him and then me. I’ve 
scored three by now. But to talk of something else — ^Dona Aurelia’s 
told me all sorts of things, that she can’t go on like this, and that 
you’ve got mixed up with a foreign woman here in the Telefonica, 
and that she’ll have to do something desperate one day. Hell, you 
know what women are ! ” 

I introduced Angel to Ilsa. He took to her at once, winked at me 
twice and began to tell her endless stories in his rapid Madrileiio 
slang. She did not understand more than a few stray words, but 
listened with the right expression of interest until I took him away to 
the bar of the Gran Via Hotel across the street. We were drinldng 
;their golden Amontillado when shells began to fall outside. 

“Does it often get like this, then? ” 

“Well, only every day and at any time.” 

“ I’m going back to my trench. We’re more polite there. It doesn’t 

suit me at all to be on leave here and get smashed up What do we 

think of the war out there? Well, it’ll end very soon. With Russia 
helping us, it’ll all be over in a couple of months. They’ve been doing 
us fine. Have you seen our fighter planes? As soon .as we’ve got a few 
more of them, it will be good-bye to Franco’s German friends. That’s 
one of the things I just can’t understand. Why did those Germans and 
Italians have to go and get mixed up in our row, when we’ve done 
nothing to them? ” 

“I think they’re defending their own side. Haven’t you noticed 
that this is a war against Fascism? ” 

“Now listen— haven’t I noticed? If I started to forget it, they’d 
remind me every hour with their mortars. Don’t think I’m as stupid 
as all that Of course, I can quite rmderstand that those generals on 
the other side are hand in glove with the generals down there in 
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Italy and Germany, because they’re all pups from the same litter. 
But still, I don’t understand why the other countries are just keeping 
quiet and looking on. At least, yes, I can understand it about the 
people at the top, because they’re the same everywhere, German and 
Italian and French and English. But there are millions of workers in 
the world, and in France they’ve got a Popular Front Government. 
And what are they doing? ” 

“ I don’t understand it either, Angel.” 

He paid no attention to me and went on: ‘"I won’t say they ought 
to send us an army of Frenchmen, because we’re good enough our- 
selves to cut those sons of bitches to pieces. But at least they ought to 
let us buy arms. That’s something you don’t know about, because 
you’re in the town here, but out there we’re fighting with our bare 
fists, and that’s God’s own truth. At first we hadn’t any rifles to speak 
of, and we had to agree that whoever was nearest the enemy should 
have a shot at firing. Then the Mexicans sent us a few thousand 
rifles, blessed be their mothers. But it turned out that our own 
cartridges were a bit too big for their barrels and stuck. So then they 
gave us hand-grenades, at least, that’s what they called them. 
They’re tin cans like water-coolers and they’re called Lafitte bombs, 
and you’ve got to give a tug at a kind of fork and throw them very 
quicHy and then run away, because otherwise they explode in your 
hand. And then they gave us some pieces of iron tubing filled with 
dynamite, which you’ve got to light with your burning cigarette. 
And the other side are hotting up things for us with their mortars, 
and the mortar bombs drop on your head without your noticing 
them. Have you seen one of their mortars? It’s like a chimney pipe 
with a spike at the bottom. They set up the pipe at an angle and dhop 
a bomb the size of an orange in its muzzle, with little wings and all, 
to make it fly well. When the bomb hits the spike at the bottom of the 
pipe, the powder in its bottom takes fire, and it shoots sky-high and 
falls down right on our heads. And there’s nothing you can do about 
it unless you want to spend the whole day gaping at the sky, because 
it doesn’t make any noise. The only thing we can do is to build our 
trench in angles and stay in the corners. They may kill one of us, but 
not a whole row as they did to begin with.” 

“Stop a bit and have a rest. You’re running on like a clock-work 
toy.” 

“It’s because your blood boils when you start talking about all 
those things. I’m not saying the French haven’t done anything at all, 
because they did let us have some machine-guns, and people say a 
few old planes too, but the point is that they don’t do things openly 

God wants them to. If Hitler sends planes to Franco, why can’t the 
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French let us have planes, and with a better right too? After all, 
weVe defending them as well as ourselves-’^ 

I felt too much as he did to say anything, except to remind him 
that there was Soviet Russia and the International Brigade. 

‘"I’m not forgetting them, but they don’t count. Soviet Russia’s 
under an obligation to help us anyway, more than anyone else. A 
nice thing it would be if Russia shrugged her shoulders and said 
things just can’t be helped ! ” 

‘‘The Russians could have said it. After all, they’re a long way 
away, and there was no need for them to risk war with Germany.” 

“You say things you don’t really believe, Don Arturo. Russia’s 
a socialist country and has got to come and help us, that’s what 
they’ve got Socialists — ^well Communists — over there for. And as to 
Germany declaring war: Hitler’s just one of those big dogs that bark 
a lot, but if you hit them with a stone they run away with their tails 
between their legs. . . . And now I must go back to my own place. 
I’m getting used to mortar shells out there, but I don’t like the noise 
of your shells here. It doesn’t sound right in town. SaludJ^ 

A convoy of Foreign Ministry cars was leaving Madrid to take 
stray members of the staff and their families to Valencia. Aurelia 
and the three children were going with them, and I was seeing 
them off. 

It was good so. The children would be safe. Aurelia had wanted 
me to come with them and the last days had been burdened with dis- 
putes and bickerings that seemed more futile than ever. She had been 
convinced from her first glance that the “woman with the green 
eyes”, as she called Ilsa, was the current cause of my attitude; but 
she was less afraid of the foreigner, who in her view was only having 
a brief adventure with me, than of Maria who might establish herself 
more firmly if I stayed alone in Madrid. She had suggested that I 
should instal her and the children in the basement of the Telefdnica, 
which had been thrown open to nearly a thousand homeless refugees. 

I had taken her through that pit of misery, noisy and evil-smelling, 
and explained why it would be wrong to put the children there; but 
though she had given up her idea, she had insisted that I should go 
away as the rest of the Ministry had done. In her eyes I only wanted 
to stay on in Madrid to have more licence to roam. She repeated it 
even while I was saying good-bye to the children. 

I went back to the Telefonica. In the narrow Calle de Valverde 
there was an endless queue of women and children, drenched by the 
frosty morning drizzle, stamping their feet, clutching shapeless 
bundles. Four evacuation lorries, with crude boards for benches, 
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waited a bit further on. Just as I came to the side door of the build- 
ing, a group of evacuees filed out, women, children, old people, 
greenish faces, crumpled clothes which carried the stench of the over- 
crowded shelter in their creases, the same shapeless bundles which 
the people in the waiting queue carried, the same bewildered, noisy 
children, shouts, cries, blasphemies, and jokes. They clambered on to 
the lorries and settled down somehow, a single mass of bodies, while 
the drivers started their cold, coughing engines. 

Now the women in the queue surged past the sentries into the 
narrow door. The stream caught me and carried me past the Workers’ 
Control Post, down the basement stairs, through the maze of pass- 
ages. Before and behind me mothers pushed on to seize a free place. 
Shrill voices were crying: “Here, Mother, I’m herel” Bundies 
opened and poured filthy bedclothes into a miraculously free corner, 
while the occupants of the pallets right and left cursed the new- 
comers. At once the damp clothes began to steam and the thick, sour 
air became more dense and muggy. 

“When are we going to eat. Mother?” cried a dozen children 
around me. The refugees were starved. 

I fought my way upstairs and back to the big, cold, grey room 
where lisa was sitting on her camp-bed, listening to the complaints 
of three people at once, arguing and answering with a patience 
which seemed wrong to me. I turned to our orderlies: they were 
cursing as I did. 

Rubio rang up from Valencia and told me that I should transfer 
there. I said I could not go, I was under orders firom the Madrid 
Junta. He gave me instructions about the office. Half an hour later 
Kolzoff gave me another set of instructions. I shouted through the 
telephone, in despair; I had to know whose orders I was supposed to 
follow. There was no decision to be had from either quarter, 

I took Delmer, who alone of the English correspondents emerged 
from the fog of my indifference, to see the clowns Pompoff and 
Teddy; he made an article out of them. I spoke for hours with 
Delapree on French literature and on the utter hatefulness of 
violence. It did not help much. It irritated me when I saw lisa 
advising and helping some new comer or other after fifteen hours of 
work, pumping the last ounce of her energy into an unimportant 
conversation, only to turn to me with a drawn face and fall silent. 

At four in the morning I went down into the second basement 
which was asleep under the glare of electric bulbs. The silence was 
full of snores, groans, coughs, and mumbled words. The men of the 
Shock Police post were playing cards. They gave me a ^ass of 
brandy; it was tepid and smdt of sleep. The rooms had the warmth 
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of flesh slowly stewing in its own exudation, of a broody hen, and the 
brandy had the same warmth and the same smell. 

I leant out of the window for a long while afterwards to rinse my 
lungs and throat. I could not sleep. I was under a spell. I wanted to 
take the generals who called themselves saviours of their country, 
and the diplomats who called themselves saviours of the world to the 
shelters in the basement of the Telefonica. To put them there on the 
pallets of esparto grass, damp from November fog, to wrap them in 
army blankets and make them live and sleep in a space of two square 
yards, on a cellar floor, between crazed hungry women who had lost 
their homes, while shells were falling on the roofs outside. To leave 
them there one day, two days, more days, to drench them in misery, 
to impregnate them with the sweat and the lice of the multitude and 
to teach them living history — the history of this miserable, loathsome 
war, the war of cowardice in top-hats gleaming under the chande- 
liers of Geneva and of traitor generals coldly murdering their people. 
To tear them away from their military bands and tail-coats and top- 
hats and helmets and swords and gold-knobbed canes, to dress them 
in fustian or blue twill or white twill like the farm-hands, the metal- 
workers, the masons, and then to throw them out into the streets of 
the world with a three days’ stubble and fug-reddened eyes. 

I could not think of killing or destroying them. It was monstrous 
and stupid to kill. It was sickening to see an insect crushed under 
one’s foot. It was marvellous to watch the movements of an insect for 
hours. 

Everything round me was destruction, loathsome as the crushing 
of a spider underfoot; and it was the barbaric destruction of people 
herded together and lashed by hunger, ignorance, and the fear of 
being finally, totally, crushed. 

I was choked by the feeling of personal impotence in face of the 
tragedy. It was bitter to think that I loved peace, and bitter to think 
of the word pacifism. I had to be a belligerent. I could not shut my 
eyes and cross my arms while my country was being wantonly 
assassinated so that a few could seize power and enslave the sur- 
vivors. I knew that there existed Fascists who had good faith, 
admirers of the better” past, or dreamers of bygone empires and 
coawjuerors, who saw themselves as crusaders; but they were the 
cannon fodder of Fascism. There were the others, the heirs of the cor- 
rupt ruling caste of Spain, the same people who had manoeuvred the 
Moroccan war with its stupendous corruption and humiliating 
retreats to their own greater glory. We had to fight them. It was not 
a question of political theories. It was life agajnst death. We had to 
fight against the death-bringers, the Francos, the Saiyuijos, the 
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Molas, the Millan Astrays^ who crowned their blood-drenched 
record, selling their country so as to be the masters of slaves and in 
their turn the slaves of other masters. 

We had to fight them. This meant we would have to shell or bomb 
Burgos and its towers, Cordova and its flowered courtyaras, Seville 
and its gardens. We would have to kill so as to purchase the right to 
live. 

I wanted to scream. 

A shell had killed the street-vendor outside the Telefdnica. There 
was her little daughter, a small, brown, little girl who had been hop- 
ping round between the tables in the Miami Bar and the Gran Via 
cafe like a sparrow, selling match-boxes and cigarettes. Now she 
turned up in the bar in a shiny, bright black cotton dress. 

“ What are you doing? ” 

“Nothing. I come here since they killed my mother. . . . I’m used 
to it, I’ve been doing it since I was so small.” 

“Are you alone? ” 

“No, I’m with Grandmother. They’re giving us meals at the Com- 
mittee, and now they’re going to take us to Valencia.” She hopped 
up to a big, beefy soldier of the International Brigades: “Long live 
Russia ! ” Her voice was high and clear. 

No, I could not think in political terms, in terms of party or revo- 
lution. I had to think of the crime it was to send shells against human 
flesh and of the need for me, the pacifist, the lover of Saint Francis, 
to help in the task of finishing with that breed of Cain, To fight so as 
to sow, so as to create a Spain in which the command of the Republi- 
can Constitution: “Spain shall renounce war” would be truth and 
reality. The other thing — to forgive — was Christ’s alone. Saint Peter 
took to the sword. 

Over there, the front was alive and sent the echo of its explosions 
to our windows. Over there were thousands of men who thought 
vaguely like me and fought, hoping for victory in good faith, inge- 
nuous, barbarous, scratching their lice in the trenches, killing and 
dying and dreaming of a future without hunger, with schools and 
cleanliness, without overlords or usurers, in sunshine. I was with 
them. But it was difficult to sleep. 

When all those visions and emotions, thoughts and counter- 
thoughts crowd into one’s brain, when day and night shells and 
bombs shake the walls and the fent line draws nearer, and when 
sleep is sparse and work long, difficult and full of contradictions, one’s 
mind takes shelter behind the tiredness of the body, I did not work 
well. Everything was clear and safe while I was together with llsa, 
but as soon as she worked and I looked on, I was unc«:tain even of 
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her. She did not suffer the civil war in her own flesh as I did; she 
belonged to the others who went the easy way of political work. In 
the evenings, when I had drunk wine and brandy to get over my 
tiredness, I told stories until I found a reason to shout with excite- 
ment, or had sudden rows with any journalist who seemed to treat 
Spaniards more like natives than the others. Every second day I 
demanded clear and unified instructions for our work from Valencia 
and from the War Commissariat, and every time I was told by 
Rubio that I was actually in Madrid against his orders, and by 
Kolzoflf or his friends that everything was in order. When Maria rang 
up, I was first rude to her and then took her out for a drink because 
there was so much pain everywhere and I did not want to cause 
more. 

lisa looked at me out of quiet eyes which seemed full of reproach, 
but she did not ask me about anything which had to do with my 
private life. I wanted her to ask, I would have had an outburst if she 
had done so. She held the work of the office in firm hands while I 
tortured myself with doubts. Then came the day when Rubio told 
me over the telephone that I ought to realize that I was under the 
authority of the Ministry, not under that of the Junta de Defensa, and 
when the people in the War Commissariat told me the exact oppo- 
site, I rang up Rubio again. He gave me strict orders to report to him 
in Valencia. I knew that he hated me and was waiting for an oppor- 
tunity to take me away firom the work I had usurped, but I was tired 
of shilly-shallying. I would go to Valencia and have it out, face to 
face. At the back of my mind was the urge to escape from an 
ambiguous situation. 

The Junta refused to give me a safe-conduct to Valencia, because 
my job was in Madrid and no orders from Valencia Could relieve me 
from it; Rubio Hidalgo had not the power to give me a safe-conduct. 
It was an impasse. 

Then I met my old fiiend Funi-Funi, the Anarchist, now one of the 
leaders of the Transport Workers’ Union. He offered me a safe- 
conduct and a place in a czx to Valencia for the following day. I 
accepted. lisa said very little. She had once more refused Rubio’s 
invitation to go to Valencia. 

On December the 6th I left Madrid, feeling like a deserter who is 
going into a grim batde. 
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IV. REARGUARD 


T he car that took me to Valencia belonged to the F.A.I. and 
carried three leaders of the Anarchist militia. One of them, 
Garcia, was their commander at the Andalusian front. 
Although they knew that I was not an Anarchist and 
although I told them that I had collaborated with the Communists, 
they accepted me as a Mend, since their Madrid headquarters had 
given me the freedom of their car. And I accepted them because 
their harsh comments on the men who had abandoned Madrid to its 
fate fitted my mood. I was convinced that the officials who had gone 
to Valencia on November the 7th were now working hard to regain 
control of the capital without having to go back there themselves. 
I was one of the chief witnesses of cowardice and lack of responsibility, 
and so they would obviously try to get rid of me in an unimpeachable 
manner. That was why I had been called to Valencia and that was 
why I obeyed the order. 

I began to speak of the problems which choked me. Garcia 
listened carefully, and his shrewd questions helped me to go on speak- 
ing. It was a relief. I described the story as I saw it, the censorship 
before the night of November the 7th, the functioning of the office in 
the Telefonica, the role of the Defence Junta, the orders from 
Valencia, the muddle, the strain, the neglect. The road to Valencia 
is long, and I talked on to clarify my own mind, while Garcia con- 
tinued to listen and to put terse questions. When we arrived in the 
city, we went into a bar to have a drink together before going our 
separate ways. Only then did Garcia say: 

“Well, companero^ now give me that fellow’s address. We’ll pay yoxir 
boss a visit to-night.” 

I was startled: What for? ” 

“Never mind, people sometimes disappear overnight here in 
Valencia. They’re taken to Malvarrosa, or to Grao, or to the Albu- 
fera, get a bullet in the neck, and then the sea carries them away. 
Sometimes they’re washed ashore, though.” 

His face was as gravely thoughtful as ever. I tried a different line of 
approach. 

“I don’t think he deserves all that. Firstly, I don’t believe that 
Rubio’s a traitor to the Republic, He worked with Alvarez del Vayo 
for a long time, you see. And secondly he’s one of the few people we 
have who knows something about the foreign press. And then, after 
all, my affair is my own personal affair.” 
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Garda shrugged his shoulders: “All right, if you say so. You’ll 
have to lie on the bed you’ve made for yourself. But I tell you, one 
day you’ll be sorry for it. I know that type. We’re going to lose the 
war because of them. Or do you believe we don’t know about the 
many things the censors let through? That man is a Fascist, and we’ve 
been realizing it for quite a long time. We’ve warned him too, more 
than once. You can say what you like, he’ll be taken for a ride sooner 
or later.” 

It shook me out of my smouldering resentment against the 
Ministry. I knew only too well that the foreign censorship com- 
mitted far more blunders by banning than by passing news or com- 
ment; I saw how distant from those Anarchists I was in my judge- 
ment, how distant in my feelings, despite the anger and indignation 
which linked us together. 

I went alone to the Press Office. 

It was early in the morning. The sun shone from a cloudless sky. 
After the December fogs and gales of Madrid, the air of Valencia was 
heady wine. I walked slowly through an outlandish world where the 
war existed only in the huge anti-Fascist posters and in the uniforms 
of lounging militiamen. The streets were blocked by cars and 
thronged with boisterous, well-dressed people who had time and 
leisure. The caf6 terraces were crowded. A band was playing march 
music in the middle of the big market square. Flower-sellers carried 
sheaves of white, red, and rose-pink carnations. The market stalls 
were heaped with food, with turkeys, and chickens, with big blocks of 
almond paste, with grapes, oranges, pomegranates, dates, pine- 
apples. A shoe-cleaner assaulted me, and I let him polish my dusty 
shoes. There was no whistle of shells in the air. When I passed a lorry 
with evacuated children from Madrid I wanted to speak to them, 
because I was as bewildered as they were. 

The Press Office had been installed in an old palace. I climbed a 
shabby, sumptuous staircase and found myself in a reception room 
with faded red brocade on the walls; from there a casual orderly sent 
me on through a chain of small rooms overflowing with typewriters, 
ronec^, rubber stamps, and packets of paper. People I did not recog- 
nize came and went. I stood there like a yokel, until the commis- 
sionaire Pehalver discovered and welcomed me as though I had 
returned from the realm of death. “You simply must stay with us 
while you’re in Valencia,” he said. “ There is no room anywhere, and 
your brother’s already sleeping with us. I’ll tell Don Luis at once that 
you’re here.” 

He received me in state, very much the head of the department 
despite the squalid pomp and disorder of his surroundings, affable, 
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urbane, non-committal, his saurian eyes half hidden by the smoked 
glasses and the dark arrowhead of his tongue flickering across his lips. 
I said nothing of what I had meant to say when I left the Telefdnica. 
In Madrid I had cut easily through his bland phrases; but here in 
Valencia he was in his own fief, and I but a quixotic fool, unable 
either to submit and conform or to take the way of savage decision 
which Garcia, the Anarchist, had offered. 

Rubio Hidalgo told me he was sorry, but he had not the time to 
discuss outstanding matters with me that day; I might come back the 
next morning. I went away. From a street hoarding the blank eyes of 
the children killed in Getafe, the children of the salvaged photo- 
graphs stared at me. A propaganda poster. A very effective appeal. It 
crossed my mind that I had imagined it differently, and yet I had 
passed on the negatives of those photos for that very purpose. 

I did not know what to do with myself. 

In the afternoon I went to see my children and Aurelia in the small 
village where they had been given a billet. The narrow-gauge rail- 
way that took me there was as slow as a mule-drawn cart. The village 
was under the administration of an Anarchist worker’s committee 
which had commandeered a few big houses for the Madrid evacuees, 
I found Aurelia in a huge farm building with mighty rafters and 
decaying mortar-and-stone walls, large reception rooms, a bewilder- 
ing number of stairs, a damp, sombre garden and an orchard with a 
few orange trees. It sheltered only mothers with their children, 
twenty-two families or an odd hundred persons in all. The committee 
had requisitioned beds and bedding and set up dormitories in the 
biggest rooms. It looked like a hospital or one of the old wayside inns 
with communal bedrooms. 

In Aurelia’s room ten beds were ranged in two rows along the main 
walls. She and the three children shared two beds close to the balcony 
which let in a blinding flood of sunlight. The place was clean and 
whitewashed, the four mothers seemed to get on well together. With- 
in the first quarter of an hour of my stay I found that there existed a 
violent group antagonism between the various dormitories. The 
women were well cared for and had little to do beyond looking after 
their broods and being interested in each other. The committee pro- 
vided milk for the children and issued vouchers for food rations. One 
of the women in Aurelia’s dormitory, whose husband had been killed 
in the first days of the rising, was being entirely supported by the 
committee and received a daily shower of smalt gifts firom the village 
people, clothing for the children, sweets, and flowers. 

The children had settled down happily in the strange surromwiii]^ 
and were playing in the orchards. Aurelia paraded the husband who 
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was "something in the Foreign Ministry^’ before all the inmates of 
the big house, including the hostile clans of the other rooms. Towards 
the evening she asked me: 

"What are your plans for to-night? ” 

" I"m taking the last train back to Valencia. Pehalver’s let me have 
a bed in his house. I’ll come and see you again as soon as possible.” 

"No. To-night you are going to stay here. I’ve arranged the whole 
thing.” 

"But there’s no room for me here.” 

" Oh yes, there is, I told you I’d arranged everything. The women 
are going to sleep in other rooms to-night, as soon as the kids are 
asleep, and so we’ll be alone.” 

"Do stay, Papa. 

I felt an infinite repugnance and at the same time a wave of affec- 
tion and pity. We had lost our home in Madrid and everything that 
makes life pleasant; the children hemmed me in and did not let me 
move; Aurelia’s eyes implored. I stayed. 

That night I did not sleep at all. It is so difficult to lie. 

The room was lit by two little oil-lamps whose sickly glow filled it 
with shadows. Within reach of my arm, the children slept placidly in 
the other bed. Aurelia slept beside me. And I was lying by being 
there. I lied to the children by pretending a harmony with their 
mother which did not exist. I lied to their mother by feigning a 
tenderness which was dead and had turned into physical revulsion. 
I lied to lisa there in Madrid. I lied to myself by finding false justi- 
fication for my presence in a bed in which I did not want to be, should 
not have been, could never be any more. 

In the morning I took the first train to Valencia and slept in the 
close carriage until fellow-travellers woke me. I went to Penalver’s 
house and slept on there until midday. In the afternoon Rubio told 
me that he had no time for our talk and was forced to postpone it. 
The following day he had gone to Madrid. When he came back I 
heard firom others that he had installed Ilsa formally as head of the 
Madrid office. He told me nothing, except that he would settle my 
case as soon as he had time. I waited, and did not force the issue. I 
waited from one day to the other. Once Rubio went to Madrid on a 
hurried journey; when he came back he put me off more openly, with 
a more insolent tone in his voice. I had a violent altercation with 
him, but I stayed and waited. My fight, so clear-cut in Madrid, 
appeared hopeless and meaningless in Valencia, where I was alone 
and helplessly floundering. 

A week passed, nerve-racking and slow. The sky was uniformly 
clear, the nights uniformly peacefiil, the life of the city unbearably 
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gaudy. Every night my hatchet-faced landlord, Pehaiver, produced 
a packet of cards and a bottle of gin. My brother Rafael, who had 
gone to Valencia after the evacuation of his family, sat around, silent 
and morose. At midnight Penalver would go to bed, befuddled. I 
could not sleep, 

I was collecting stories. With the pressure of Madrid on my mind, 
I tried to understand the process of the organization of the war. But 
as I was waiting, idle and supernumerary, I never met any of the 
people who must have been working feverishly at the time. I only 
saw the hangers-on, .the small fry of the bureaucracy settling down in 
safety to jtistify their existence. The minor employees of the Foreign 
Ministry, who had left Madrid because they had been ordered to do 
so or because they had been afraid, told malicious tales, and often the 
point of their malice was turned against the fools who had stayed in 
Madrid and muddled things up. They all thought that I had come to 
Valencia to stay, because it was the sensible thing to do. According to 
their version, the high State functionaries were greatly annoyed be- 
cause those who organized the defence of Madrid behaved as though 
they had been heroes and the official evacuees to Valencia cowards. 
'‘You must admit that you people arrogated powers,” someone said 
to me. “Yes, because you had written off Madrid,” I retorted. But it 
was patent that anything I could say would fall into a void, would 
sound empty and declamatory. I remembered the Anarchist Garcia 
with an uneasy feeling of comradeship, mixed with loathing; so I fell 
silent, listening, and watched. 

They told me that Rubio Hidalgo had said he would put me into 
the Postal Censorship at Valencia “to rot there”, and that I would 
not be allowed to go back to Madrid. They told me that he had 
spoken with great indignation of the day when I had been quick to 
usurp his chair and desk in the Ministry. They hinted that lisa was to 
be left in the Madrid office until things were settled — ^unless she com- 
mitted a blunder at an earlier stage; Rubio would manage her easily, 
it was felt, because she was a foreigner without backing and without 
any knowledge of Spanish to speak of. Others told me that she was 
politically inconvenient and would shortly be expelled from Spain, 
especially if she continued to be so friendly with foreign journalists as 
to make herself suspect. With all that, she had become a legend. 

I visited my children regularly, but I did not spend another night 
in the village. After a bitter quarrel I spoke no more to Aurelia and 
she knew that I would never come back. 

I sat with my brother in cafes and bars, dazed by the noise, and 
went out to the beach to watch the people swirling round the fashion- 
able beach-restaurants or to stare at the frying-pans in the open 
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kitchen of La Marcelxna^ where rice simmered under wreaths of 
chrome-red crawfish and chunks of golden-skinned fried chicken. The 
rice in the Gran Via Hotel of Madrid, which we had been eating day 
after day, was a sickly pink paste. On the wooden platforms over- 
looking the sands and the sea, where tables had to be booked in 
advance, the women of the town evacuated from Madrid were fight- 
ing a grim battle of competition with their colleagues of Valencia. A 
wealth of loose cash was spent in hectic gaiety. Legions of people had 
turned rich overnight, against the background of the giant posters 
which were calling for sacrifices in the name of Madrid. 

A new brand of organizers was invading the offices. 

My landlord, Penalver, commissionaire in the Foreign Ministry, 
awoke one morning with the inspiring idea of setting up a Cyclists’ 
Battalion recruited from the ranks of Ministry orderlies. He had a 
bicycle and was able to ride it, so were his two sons, both dispatch 
riders at the Ministry. He started canvassing his idea in the various 
other departments and after a few days appeared in a brand new 
captain’s uniform, with an order authorizing him to organize a batta- 
lion and a voucher for expenses in his pocket. After this, he began to 
consider leaving the Ministry for good as soon as he had assembled 
his unit. But in the meantime he had his innings. 

I heard that Louis Delapree had died. During the last days of my 
work in Madrid he had had a row with his paper, the Fans-Soir^ 
because his impassionate reports of the killing of women and children 
by indiscriminate bombing had not been published, not being topical 
any more. That was in the days when Mrs. Simpson monopolized the 
front pages. When I had said good-bye to him he had been sitting on 
my camp-bed, his face more pallid than ever, a brick-red scarf round 
his throat, and had told me that he would have a very serious word 
with friends in the Quai d’Orsay about the French consulate’s 
brazenly pro-Fascist conduct. hate politics, as you know, but I’m 
a liberal and a humanist,” he had said. 

He had left in a French aircraft; it also carried a Havas correspon- 
dent and a delegate of the International Red Cross who had investi- 
gated the killing of political prisoners from the Model Jail at the 
beginning of the assault on Madrid. Not far from the city the French 
plane was attacked, machine-gunned, and forced down by an 

S 'dentified aircraft. The Havas man*lost his leg, the Red Gross 
^ate was unharmed, the pilot bruised, and Delapree died a pain- 
lingering death in a Madrid hospital. Rumours claimed that the 
attacking aircraft had been Republican, but Delapree denied it in 
the ^ndless lucid hours of his agony. I could not believe it. 

It{ was to attend the funeral service that Rubio Hidalgo had 
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hurried to Afadrid with a sheaf of glowing flowers in his car, and it 
was after his return that I had heard the spate of stories about lisa’s 
strong but precarious position and my own impending exile in the 
postal censorship. 

Journalists came to Valencia from a spell in Madrid, and their 
effusive praise of lisa’s regime worried me more than the vague 
rumours. I saw her exposing herself to envy, entangling herself in a 
net of bureaucratic rules which she ignored or did not know, and I 
saw her going away from me, on her own road. 

I began to write a diary-Hke letter to her, in French. It was stiff, 
uneasy, and self-conscious, and I knew it. As I had entered the 
Madrid censorship on the recommendation of the Communist Party 
and grasped the reins after November the 7th with their consent, I 
went to see one of the party secretaries. He had told me that the 
censorship muddle would have to be cleared up by the Government, 
that we all had to support the reorganization of the State machinery 
in every way, that I was in the right but would have to wait for an 
official decision. I waited. It was all very reasonable and it drove 
home to me that I did not belong. 

There came a letter from lisa in answer to a note in which I had 
urged her to join me in Valencia- She would come for a few days’ 
leave, after Christmas, and she hoped that I would return with her to 
Madrid. Luis, our orderly, would give me more details, she was about 
to send him off to Valencia for a short holiday and he ought to arrive 
shortly after her letter. I went to the Ministry; no car had come from 
Madrid. When I returned a few hours later, somebody mentioned 
vaguely that he had heard of a car accident in which two journalists 
and an orderly had been wounded. No, they did not know exactly 
who they were. 

The hospital of Valencia was an enormous building looking like a 
convent, with vaulted rooms, cold stone walls, dark corners, where 
the dying were hidden away, and a slab with the name of a saint on 
the door of each room. The stone flags and huge tiles of the floor rang 
with footsteps, glasses and crockery clicked, the air was dense with 
the odour of carbolic. The old order was broken up by the war. A 
crowd of visitors had installed themselves on chairs and bedsteads, 
closing in on the sick and wounded. The vaults hummed like a giant 
beehive. 

Nurses and medical orderlies had become gruff and exasperated. 
They pushed their way through the clustering people without 
answering questions. I tracked down the English journalist; he had 
nothing but scratches, he would sleep in the hotel that night. But he 
passed me on to Suzana of the War Cbmmissariat who had taken him 
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along in her car: she had a deep gash on her forehead which had to 
be stitched up, and she knew that Luis was gravely injured. I could 
not find him. Nobody knew where he was. A bed to which I was 
directed stood empty. He might have died, or it might all have been 
a mistake. I walked through a maze of cold corridors and found him 
in the end on a stretcher outside the door of the X-ray department. 

The tenderness on his face when he saw me was so intense that it 
hit me like a blow. I knew he was doomed. A thin thread of saliva 
mixed with blood ran out of the corner of his mouth, his gums were 
greenish and had receded from his teeth, his skin had turned ashen 
and his limbs were totally paralysed. Only his eyes, lips, and fingers 
were alive. The doctor let me accompany him and showed me, in 
silence, the shadow picture on the other side of the fluorescent screen: 
the spinal column broken in the middle of the back, two of the 
vertebrae an inch apart. 

Afterwards I sat down by the side of his bed. Luis laboured to 
speak, and said: 

The letter, in my jacket.” I found a fat envelope in the coat hang- 
ing at the foot of the bed. ‘‘Now it’s all right. You know I’m going to 
die? ” He smiled, and it was a grimace. “ It’s funny, I was so afraid of 
the bombs. Do you remember that night in the Telefonica? If you 
want to run away from Death you run straight into Her arms. Life’s 
like that. I’m sorry because of my daughter. Not because of my wife.” 
He put a bitter stress on his “not”. “She’ll be glad, and I too. Give 
me a cigarette.” 

I lit the cigarette for him and pushed it between his lips. From 
time to time his fingers closed round the stub and lifted it away, and 
he spoke. 

“Don Arturo, don’t let that woman get lost. I was right. She’s a 
great woman. Do you remember that night she came to Madrid? 
And she loves you. We’ve talked a lot. Do you know that she speaks 
Spanish already? At least, we understood each other, and we spoke 
a lot about you. She’s in love with you and you’re in love with her. 
There are many things I see clearly now. You know, it’s always said 
that one doesn’t see things clearly until one’s about to die. Don’t let 
her go, it would be a crime, for you and for her. She’s coming here 
on tlxe 26th. You’ll be happy, both of you, and you’ll remember poor 
Luis. You’ve got her letter safe, have you? I was worrying about it all 
the time.” 

The agony of peritonitis is shattering. The belly lifts the sheets, 
steadily, inexorably swelling. The bowels are crushed by the tremen- 
dous pressure and in the end pushed out of the mouth in a loathsome 
paste of mixed excrement, blood, and bubbles of gaseous stench. 
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Luis’ wife could not stand it and deserted her place at the head of his 
bed, and I stayed on alone for long hours, ceaselessly wiping his 
mouth. His eyes were to the last moment alive, resigned and affec- 
tionate, and he said good-bye to me very sofdy, choked by froth. 

lisa came to Valencia on December the 26th. They put flowers 
into her hotel room on behalf of the department because she was a 
‘heroine”. She was tired and her round face looked haggard, but 
she was strong and buoyant. "^Vhen I met her, everything in the 
world fell into place again. 

The following midday, her friend Rolf cameTo look for me in the 
smoking-room of the hotel: an agent of the Political Police had 
waited for her at the reception desk and taken her away. She had met 
Rolf on the stairs and told him to notify me and Rubio Hidalgo. 

I saw the avenue near the abattoir of Madrid, its rickety, dusty 
little trees, tumbled bodies in the grey light of dawn, the nervous 
titter of passers-by, the ugly blasphemies of evil people, I remem- 
bered the old woman I had seen dragging a small boy by the hand 
and pushing a piece of pastry into the half open mouth of a dead 
man. I saw the tribunal where Little Paws had asked for more people 
to be taken for a ride. I saw lisa before a tribunal of men who 
believed anything of a foreigner, and I saw her stretched out on the 
sand of the beach, the water lapping at her feet. The clock in the 
room ticked slowly. I had a pistol. We all had pistols. 

I rang through to the Press Department and asked for Rubio 
Hhdalgo. He cut me short. He had heard, he would do everything in 
his power and would soon find out what had happened. Yes, I said, 
he would have to find out soon. He told me that he would come to 
the hotel at once. There were other strangers around me; Rolf had 
brought Julius Deutsch, the Austrian, who knew her well - 1 think he 
rang up Largo Caballero’s secretary. Rubio came and monopolized 
the telephone. I had laid my pistol on the table before me. They all 
looked askance at me as though I were a madman, and told me to be 
calm. 

I said it did not matter whether she appeared that night or not, 
other people would die in Valencia, that was all. I put two filled 
cartridge frames on the table. Rubio rang up the Foreign Minister. 

Then they told me that the whole thing was cleared up; it had 
been a stupid demmciation, nothing more; she would be back soon. 

I did not altogether believe them. The clock went very slowly. She 
came back two hours later, smiling and self-possessed. I could not 
^ak to her. The other people crowded round and she told them her 
story with a wicked relish. The agent who had detained her had asked 
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her questions on the way to the police, which indicated that she had 
been denounced as a “Trotskyist spy’’. There had been no concrete 
accusation, but her friendship with the Austrian Socialist leader 
Otto Bauer had loomed large. While two people cross-examined her 
— ^in a very clumsy and uncertain way, she said, which gave her the 
feeling of being mistress of a ludicrous rather than a dangerous situ- 
ation — the telephone had started ringing. After the first call they had 
asked her whether she was hungry; after the third or fourth they had 
brought her a sumptuous lunch; after the sixth or seventh they had 
asked her opinion about the man Leipen who had apparently 
denounced her, a little Central-European journalist who for a time 
had worked in the Press Department and whom I did not even 
know. She had told them that she thought him a twister, but nothing 
worse, and left it at that. In the end they had treated her with the 
greatest affection, as a friend of the family. 

It did not matter that she had never realized the whole extent of 
her danger. She was back again, alive. I stayed with her. 

That night the moon of Valencia shone like molten silver. Valencia 
has gardens and fountains, it has a wide promenade flanked by palm- 
trees, it has old palaces and churches. Everything was dark, from 
fear of enemy aircraft, and that polished moon lorded it over the city. 
The small, bright disk rode on a blue-black sky studded with 
tiny, white, flickering flames, and the earth was a field of black and 
silver. 

After supper we went out and walked through the light and dark- 
ness. There was a scent of cool, moist soil, of thirsty roots drinking the 
sap of the ground, of breathing trees, of flowers opening to the moon 
and the shadows. We walked along the pillars of palm-trees whose 
broad fans rustled like parchment, and the sand crunching under our 
feet caught sparks from the moon as though the world were of crystal. 
We spoke softly, so that the moon should not shut her eyes and leave 
the world blinded. 

I do not know what we said. It ran deep as talk runs in a nuptial 
night. I do not know how long it lasted. Time had no measure and 
stood still to watch us walking beyond its orbit. I do not know where 
we went. There was garden and moon, sand, and leaping fountains, 
rustle of dry leaves in pools of shadow, and we went on, hand in hand, 
disembodied, followii^ the murmur of the cradle-song. 

In the morning we went to the sea, speaking soberly of the struggle 
in firont of us, until we would go back to our posts in Madrid and 
work together. We walked past the village of El Caband, white, 
firail-looking huts of fishermen and workers. Where the beach curved 
away from people and houses, we sat down in the sand. It was yellow, 
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fine, and warm like human skin. Sea and sky were two shades of the 
same soft blue, fusing without a borderline in the dim haze. Shallow 
waves ran up the beach and their glassy crests carried flicks of sand. 
The sand grains rode on gaily like mischievous gnomes until the 
wave toppled over with a gentle splash and left them ranged in long 
motionless ripples, the trace of the sea’s lips. 

My neck was lying on her bare arm, skin on skin, and I felt the 
currents running below our skins, as strong and imperious as the 
forces beneath the blue surface of the sea. 

I don’t know any more where I end and where you begin. There 
is no borderline.” 

It was peaceful. We had no need to talk much about ourselves. We 
had each said a few sentences: she would have to write to her hus- 
band and tell him that their marriage had come to an end. I would 
try to straighten out my own private mess with the least possible hurt 
to those whom I had involved. 

‘'You know that it will be a lot of pain for the others, and pain for 
ourselves as well as happiness. One’s got to pay, always.” 

“I know.” 

But everything seemed apart firom our life together, the only life 
we could feel. The muddled, complicated, entangled matters of 
which I knew in my brain referred to somebody else. I told her of my 
boyhood, of my d^ght when I could bury my head in my mother’s 
lap and feel her light fingers in my hair. That was my self still. It be- 
longed together with lisa’s slow smile and the small shells she dug out 
of the sand, shells white as milk, golden as bread from a peasant’s 
oven, deep rose as a woman’s nipples, smooth and polished as a 
shield, curled and grooved as a perfect fan. 

Then we were hungry and plodded through the yellow sand to a 
small beach tavern. There we sat on the wooden platform, looking at 
the sea and talking of Madrid. The waiter brought an earthenware 
pan with the saf&on-yellow Valencian rice and pointed to two slen- 
der red crawfish on its top: “From the comrades over there.” A 
fisherman at the corner table rose, bowed, and said: “We thought 
that the foreign comrade ought to have a chance of eating the 
real thing. We’ve only just caught those langostinos^ they’re quite 
fresh.” 

The rice smelt fangy and we drank tart red wine with it. 

“ Hasn’t the new year begun to-day? ” 

“ Still three days to go.” 

“You know, it’s odd, but it’s only to-day that I found out that we 
can share a life in daylight and gaiety, a normal life,” 

“Will you always tell me things I’ve been thinking of? ” 
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It was beautiful to be childish. I felt as strong as never before. We 
walked out on the beach, lay in the sand, and collected more of the 
golden and pink shells. When we went home in the crowded, clatter- 
ing tram, the shells in lisa’s pocket clicked like castanets. 


V. FRONT LINE 

«cp,M ||. Story has moved from Madrid to Valencia because of 
I the non-intervention racket,” I heard a foreign correspon- 
I dent say. Of course, everything still depends on whether 
A Madrid holds out or not — I’ve heard that the Nationalists 

are going to resume their offensive against the Great North Road — 
but we’ve got to stay in contact with the Valencia Government.” 

It was true. Madrid was in the war, but Valencia was in the world. 
The laborious work of administrative organization and diplomatic 
traffic had come into its own; it was necessary although it bred a 
parasitic life. Yet I knew that I could not become part of it without 
losing my last shred of faith. I had to go back to Madrid. I wanted to 
have a share in the handling of foreign propaganda from there. This 
meant that I would have to learn how to exert an indirect influence 
on the outside world, converting that which to us was naked life and 
death into raw material for the Press. It also meant that I would have 
to return to Madrid, not in opposition to the ‘'proper channels” of 
the Press Department, but in agreement with them. 

This was difficult to work out within myself. I revolted against it 
even while I believed in lisa’s diagnosis. She was profoundly uneasy 
at the thought of once again having to face the Spanish authorities by 
herself, at the head of a key office, yet without the slightest knowledge 
of official rules and regulations. She wanted me there to help her in 
collecting the factual material which she would hand out to journal- 
ists in search of copy. It now seemed worth while to me. I read foreign 
papers in Valencia and forced myself to observe their methods of 
reporting. lisa hoped that Julio Alvarez del Vayo, with his journal- 
istic experience, would see her point, but she was very doubtful 
whether the Minister’s friendliness towards her would outweigh his 
Press chief’s venomous dislike of me, I was sceptical, yet willing to let 
her try her best. 

Suddenly all obstacles dissolved into thin air. I was waiting in an 
ante-room of the Ministry when lisa came out from an interview 

216 



with Don Julio with a blank expression that sat oddly upon her, and 
told me that Rubio Hidalgo was waiting to see us both. He received 
us with great warmth and informed me that he was sending me back 
to Madrid as Head of the Foreign Press Censorship with Ilsa as my 
deputy. Ignoring my bewilderment, he went on smoothly: his secre- 
tary would settle the administrative details; our salaries would be 
slightly raised; the Ministry would foot our living expenses; other- 
wise, there was not much he could tell me; I knew the ropes, none 
better; and Ilsa seemed to have bewitched the foreign journalists into 
a constructive attitude — although I would have to guard her from an 
excess of kindness and indulgence, to which she was inclined. 

It was just as well that I had donned my official face; I was at a 
complete loss. Ilsa seemed to know something about the background 
of the sudden change, for she chatted with a studied impulsiveness, 
mentioned by the way that she was glad Rubio had realized the im- 
practicability of his plan to send his Valencia censors to Madrid in 
turn, and expressed her concern at the appointment of Major 
Hartung. Was he to be our chief, or just liaison officer ’with the 
General Staff? 

Who the hell was Major Hartung? 

“That man has nothing whatsoever to do with you,'" said Rubio. 
“You, Barea, are responsible for the department in Madrid together 
with Ilsa, and you both work directly under me, I am sure you will 
do it better than ever before. We'll send you food parcels and what- 
ever you need. Take care of yourselves. I’m sorry, but you will have 
to leave for Madrid to-morrow.” 

Everything was arranged, the car, the petrol quota, the safe- 
conducts, the Ministry papers, even rooms in the Gran Via Hotel, 
since it would be too strenuous to go on sleeping on camp-beds in the 
office. This time our work would run in regular groove. I gave the 
answers that seemed expected of me. Rubio Hidalgo slapped me on 
the shoulder and wished us good luck. 

Not even Ilsa knew exactly what had happened, but at least she 
had grasped one thread of the tangle. An Austrian, calling himself 
Major Hartung, had turned up in the Telefonica on Christmas Eve, 
sent to Madrid by official car on some undefined mission. He had 
talked a lot about the need for a military Press Office, casting himself 
for the role of Chief Publicity Officer with the General Staff in 
Madrid, stressed his allegedly enormous journalistic experience, and 
boasted of his acquaintance with the Minister. Ilsa had regarded him 
as a jovial braggart and failed to take him seriously. He was now in 
Valencia, apparendy about to go back to Madrid with some kind of 
Press appointment in his pocket. Rubio Hidalgo saw in him a menace 
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to his own office, and turned to us in his quandary. So. through no 
merit or act of our own, the road back to our joint work was cleared. 

The road from Valencia to Madrid had changed in the bare four 
weeks since I had travelled in the opposite direction. There were 
fewer control posts at the roadside, many of the pickets and barri- 
cades in the villages had disappeared, the remaining sentries had a 
businesslike air and scanned our papers carefully. The most impor- 
tant cross-roads were in the hands of the Shock Police. We overtook 
military vehicles and a chain of light tanks moving towards Madrid. 
The air of the hills was crisp and exhilarating, but at dusk, when we 
climbed the uplands, the wind bit into our skin. From the height of 
Vallecas, the white skyscrapers of the city rose out of a pool of dark 
mist and the front rumbled in the near distance. Our car plunged 
down the slope, past the concrete pillars of street barricades, and 
then we were suddenly back at home: in the Telefonica. 

Two days later, the Rebels launched two attacks, one at Las Rozas 
against the North Road, the Corunna Road, which was the link with 
El Escorial, and the other in the Vallecas sector, against the road to 
Valencia. They captured Las Rozas and penetrated deeper into the 
north-western fringe of the city. A new stream of people in flight 
swept through the streets and choked the tunnels of the underground 
stations. The International Brigades stopped the gap at Las Rozas. 
The Government attempted to organize a large-scale evacuation of 
non-combatants to the Mediterranean coast. We heard the swelling 
roar of the battle through the windows of the Telefdnica during our 
working hours and through the windows of our hotel room during 
the few hours of sleep. Those were days of hunger and cold. The 
lorries which entered the city carried war material, not food. There 
was hardly any coal left, and the cardboard in place of the broken 
window-panes did not keep out the bitter frosts. Then a thick blanket 
of chilly fog spread over the town and smothered the noise. The 
shelling stopped. The offensive was broken off. Only then did I look 
round and take stock. 

While I had been away, the foreign journalists had come to take it 
for granted that the Censorship Office should help them personally, 
as well as censor their dispatches. Men of the International Brigades 
came and went, bringing us their letters and snatching a few words 
with people who spoke their language. Correspondents who had no 
assistant to pick up material for them came and exchanged im- 
pressions and information with us. Our office provided new-comers 
with hotel rooms, and helped them to get petrol vouchers. Ilsa had 
established official relations with Servicios JEspeciales, a branch of the 
Military Security Police, which at our request granted safe-conducts 

2i8 



for certain sectors of the front to foreign journalists. The Political 
Commissars of the International Brigades visited us as a matter of 
course and gave us information which we could pass on to the 
journalists. 

The Russian General Goliev, or Goriev, who was attached to 
Miaja’s staff as an adviser and at the same time as chief of the 
detachments of Russian technicians and tank-men detailed to the 
Madrid ffont, sent regularly for lisa in the small hours of the morning 
and discussed current Press problems with her. So far as I could make 
out, his appreciation of her work had gone far to strengthen her 
difficult position and to neutralize the enmity of those foreign Com- 
munists who considered her undesirable because she was critical and 
independent of them. Sometimes, when Goliev’s Spanish Adjutant, 
childishly proud of his post, came to fetch lisa at three in the morn- 
ing, I went with her. 

The Russian general perturbed and impressed me. He was fair, 
tall, and strong, with high cheek-bones, ifrigid blue eyes, a stirface of 
calm and constant high tension underneath. He was not interested in 
people unless they forced him to consider them as individuals; and 
then he was curt. His Spanish was good, his English excellent; his 
capacity for work was apparently unlimited. He was watchful and 
correct in his treatment of Spanish ofl&cers, but ruthlessly detached 
and cold in his discussion of Spanish problems, in so far as he touched 
upon them at ail, that is to say, whenever they impinged on his mili- 
tary considerations. He lived, ate, and slept in a gloomy, dank cellar 
room. There he saw the bald, bullet-headed Mongolian commander 
of the tankists, a man with a cellophane-covered map for ever under 
his arm, or the employees of the Soviet Embassy, and dealt with them 
rapidly and, to judge by the sound, brusquely. Then he would turn 
to us, giving his concentrated attention to the problems of Press and 
propaganda. He never attempted to give us orders, but clearly 
expected us to follow his advice; at the same time, he accepted a sur- 
prising amount of argument and contradiction from lisa, because — 
as he said — she knew her job but was no Party member. 

Every morning he scrutinized the censored press dispatches of the 
previous day, before they were sent on to the Ministry in Valencia 
by a War Commissariat courier. Sometimes he disagreed with our 
censoring, and said so, sometimes he explained points of military 
intelligence value of which we ought to be aware, but as a rule he 
focused his attention on the trends of foreign opinion revealed by the 
correspondents^ and more particularly by reports to conservative and 
moderate newspapers. The noticeable change in their tone, firotn 
open animosity against Republican Spain to straight reporting, had 
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impressed him. He had conceived a predilection for the sober articles 
of the New Tork Times correspondent, Herbert Matthews, and for the 
Daily Express reports of Sefton Delmer’s, whose carefully dosed 
shrewdness disguised by a whimsical style amused him as much as his 
erratic typing; but he showed a cavalier disregard for the reports of 
Communist newspaper-men. 

From time to time, Goliev probed into lisa’s political ideas which 
he found inexplicably near to and far from his own, so that he would 
stare at her in puzzled interest. Once he ended by saying to her: 
cannot understand you. I could not live without my Party Member- 
ship card.” He tended to leave me alone because he had classified me 
as an emotional, romantic revolutionary, useful enough in a way, but 
unreasonable and intractable. No doubt he was right from his point 
of view. He was so honest and blatant about it, that I accepted his 
manner and repaid it in kind, by my silent scrutiny of this new breed, 
the Red Army officer, single-minded, strong, ruthless, and beyond 
my touch. He seemed a man from Mars. But he was more or less of 
my own age, and I could not help imagining what his experiences 
had been in 1917. 

A few doors further on in the cellar passage, and in a different 
world altogether, was General Miaja. Operations were directed by 
the General Staff, and he, the nominal C.-in-C., had little say in 
them. And yet he was more than a figurehead. In that period, when 
the role of the Defence Junta had shrunk and the new administration 
did not yet function, he acted as Governor of Madrid and held a con- 
siderable part of the administrative power in his hands, without 
making much use of it. He had the sly shrewdness of a peasant who 
does not want to be entangled in things beyond his understanding, 
and he knew to a nicety his own value as a symbol of Madrid’s resis- 
tance. He knew that he was at his best whenever he could sum up 
the feelings of the men in the trenches and the streets in rude, blunt 
words, such as he liked and shared with them, and that he was at his 
worst when it came to the game of politics or the science of strategy. 

Miaja was short, paunchy, red in the face, with a long thick nose 
and incongruous spectacles which made his eyes frog-like. He liked 
drinking beer even more than he liked drinking wine. When the 
Foreign Press Censorship, which he neither understood nor cared 
about, came under his authority by the rules of martial law and the 
state of siege, he found it mainly awkward. With lisa, who was saved 
from his dislike of intellectuals only by her plumpness and her fine 
eyes, he never quite knew how to deal, but he thought me a good 
fellow: I enjoyed drinking with him, cursing highbrows and poli- 
ticians together with him, and matching the barrack-room language 
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in which he found relief from his official dignit)^ As long as I did not 
embroil him with “those blokes in Valencia’* he was willing to back 
me within his own kingdom of Madrid. 

The courtyard of the KCnistry of Finance, into which you emerged 
from the underground headquarters, had been cleared of the litter of 
sodden papers that filled it in the days of November. Then you had 
trodden on reports on economic planning and taxation reform of the 
eighteenth century, on bleached State Loan certificates and sheaves 
of agrarian statistics, all thrown out from the vast archive vaults 
when they were being converted into bomb-proof offices. Now, the 
courtyard was packed with lorries, cars, motor-cycles, and occasion- 
ally a bevy of light Russian tanks just arrived from a Mediterranean 
port. The smell of damp mould and of rats’ nests still stuck to the 
stone slabs which the sun never touched, but it was mixed with the 
stench of petrol and hot metal. 

On the first floor of the drab building were the offices of the Mili- 
tary Government of Madrid, the Army Judiciary, and of Servicios 
Espedales. This Intelligence Department was headed by a group of 
Anarchists who had taken over the abandoned office when the 
Government machine had been rushed to Valencia in the early days 
of November. I have never dealt with any police authority which 
tried to be so meticulously just, so sparing in the use of its power; and 
yet some of the agents attached to the department were shady and 
obnoxious, very much the agent provocateur type, mixing old spy 
methods with a new, truculent brutality which was alien to the ideas 
of their temporary chiefs. 

The man who dealt with matters connected with foreigners was 
Pedro Orobon, whose brother had been famous among the colla- 
borators of the great Anarchist Durruti. Pedro was small, dark, thin, 
with shrewd, sad, kind eyes in an ugly monkey face, a childlike smile 
and nervous hands. He was utterly unselfish, an ascetic believer with 
a burning, incorruptible sense of justice, of the breed which gave 
Spain a Cardinal Cisneros and an Ignatius Loyola. Frank, helpful 
and ready to be your friend as soon as he trusted you, he woxild have 
shot his best friend, had he found him guilty, and you knew this 
about him all the time. But you also knew that he would have fought 
with all the strength of his being against any punishment he believed 
unjust, that he would never have accused anyone without being con- 
vinced of his guilt, and before having exhausted every means of 
clearing or justifying him. To him, an aristocrat had the moral right 
to be a Fascist, because his environment had moulded him in a cer- 
tain way; Pedro would have liked to give him pick and shovel and 
make him earn his bread with his hands — and he would have 
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thought it possible that this way of living might open the aristocrat’s 
mind to the ideals of Anarchism. But a worker gone Fascist or a 
traitor pretending to be a revolutionary were to him past redemp- 
tion; they had sentenced themselves. He had respect for other people’s 
convictions and was willing to work with all militant anti-Fascists; he 
and lisa trusted each other, and he treated me as a friend. Yet even 
while he himself worked as part of the war machine without dim- 
ming his ideas, he was worried about the Anarchist Ministers’ parti- 
cipation in the Government, because he feared the trappings of 
power and the dilution of ideals for them. 

I had soon every reason to be grateful for Orobon’s scrupulous 
fairness. 

Hartung, the Austrian whose vague promotion made Rubio 
Hidalgo send me to Madrid, had turned up armed with papers 
which made him Chief Press Officer with the Army at the Central 
Front. He was extremely loquacious, expounded his plans — ^he 
would of course manage everything with the General Staff, provide 
our office with a fleet of cars and whatever else its importance 
warranted, and so forth — ^and went off. Soon we heard that he had 
presented himself everywhere in his brand-new uniform of a Spanish 
Artillery major, thrown out grandiloquent and nebulous hints, and 
left distrust behind him wherever he had entered. When I broached 
the matter in one of my telephone conversations with the head office 
in Valencia, Rubio Hidalgo told me to disregard that madman and 
swindler as well as his papers which seemed to make him my 
superior. The journalists began asking embarrassing questions about 
the new man. 

Some days later, two agents of the Military Police came and asked 
lisa whether she had had anything to do with a countryman of hers, 
a so-called Major Hartung; when I intervened and explained the 
connection, they told us both to come with them. In Servicios 
Especicdes we found our Anarchist friends puzzled, somewhat worried, 
yet ridiculing any idea that we had been arrested. Nevertheless we 
were not allowed to leave the building and spent hours in the dingy 
ante-room, together with a motley collection of people who had been 
seen speaking or having a drink with Hartung: there was an attach^ 
of the Soviet Embassy, the correspondent of a Swiss newspaper, a 
Norwegian woman journalist, and Professor J. B. S. Haldane. The 
Russian walked silently up and down, the Norwegian was frightened, 
Profesor Haldane sat down at a deal table and filled in a number of 
old blanks bearing the signature of His Gracious Majesty King 
Alfonso XIII, giving himself beautiful titles and interesting tilings to 
do. lisa spoke to the German girl Hilda who worked with the 
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Anarchists in Servicios Espedales, and explained that the huge man in 
the leather jerkin which rode up his belly was a famous scientist, 
Nobel Prize winner and a great friend of the Republic’s, upon which 
Hilda shyly invited him into their room. Haldane came out soon, 
rather disgruntled, and all I could understand of his English 
harangue was that he was disappointed because they had not 
threatened to shoot him at dawn, but had offered him, of all things, 
a cup of teal 

From the guarded remarks of our friends, I realized that Orobon 
and his colleagues were resisting pressure from the Special Military 
Judge in charge of the Hartung affair to put us all into jail on sus- 
picion of conspiracy with a foreign spy. The Judge, an army officer 
and a Freemason with a strong bias against Socialists and foreigners, 
found it most suggestive that all the people rounded up by the agents 
as having had contact with Hartung were foreigners, with the excep- 
tion of myself. The chiefs of Servicios Especiales objected to the sum- 
mary injustice against people who, in their opinion, had proved their 
loyalty more clearly than the Judge himself, and against journalists 
who had happened to stray into Hartung’s hotel. In the end, Orobon 
rang up General Goliev and let lisa speak to him; then I spoke 
briefly with General Miaja, who smd that the Judge was his friend 
and that he could not interfere with the judiciary, but anyhow, he 
would speed up matters and see to it that we should not be kept away 
any longer from our work. 

Once again I felt caught in a trap, when I entered the faded recep- 
tion room where a natty Colonel sat enthroned behind a paper-laden 
desk, a perfectly groomed young girl in riding breeches beside him as 
his secretary. In clipped tones the Colonel asked me a number of 
questions, of which the young girl took notes, with an occasional 
giggle. The brocade chairs gave out a stale odour of dust and damp. 

What were my relations with Hartung? I answered that I had seen 
him only once, in my official capacity. The Colonel had an outburst 
of barrack-yard rage: ‘‘None of your tales! You’re in with a pack of 
foreign Fascists, and I know how to deal with the likes of you. ... ! ” 
I was just calling him a sabotaging Fascist, when the ’phone rang and 
I heard the Colonel say, “Yes, mi general ... of course, mi general . . . 
at your orders, mi generaV^ He was scared, of the telephone and of 
me. After putting down the receiver, he started tendering me care- 
fully worded apologies: maybe the whole thing was a mistake; 
Hartung might well be nothing but a dangerous kind of lunatic, the 
man had not slept during the night and devoured any food he got 
hold of. “Even that sort of rice the Milicianos eat,” said the Colonel 
with contemptuous disgust. 


223 



Ilsa’s interrogation lasted a few minutes, during which the Colonel 
tried to make her say that the shady man Hartung had been pro- 
moted to a position of power by Alvarez del Vayo and Rubio 
Hidalgo because they had dark reasons of their own; but she had 
found it easy to parry his clumsy insinuations. Haldane ambled off 
with a chuckle, tugging at his leather jerkin. I believe he put on the 
fantastic tin hat from the last war which he sported in Madrid, as 
though it were Mambrino’s helmet. The Norwegian was almost in 
tears, the Russian disappeared quietly. We went back to the Tele- 
fonica. Hartung was kept imprisoned and it was never cleared up 
whether he was more than an adventurer with a touch of mega- 
lomania. The incident was closed. Rubio Hidalgo was affectionate 
during our telephone conversations the following days: there had 
been no scandal and everything was nicely settled. Yet I knew well 
that, but for the refusal of Servicios Especiales to send us all to prison 
without further ado, and but for the intervention from higher quar- 
ters, we might have been caught in a purposeless, dangerous tangle, 
caught in the cog-wheels of machinery hostile to everything we stood 
for. 

They rang me up from the Military Emergency Hospital in the 
Palace Hotel. A wounded Miliciano wanted them to get in touch 
with me. His name was Angel Garda. 

I felt convinced that Angel was in grave danger. In my confused 
mind I saw him doomed, as all the simple men of good faith seemed 
doomed in the unequal struggle. The day was foggy and dirty. The 
battle noise to the south of the city was carried through the streets by 
gusts of wind. I took lisa with me, afraid of being alone with a dying 
Angel. 

We found him stretched out on his belly, splashed with mud, 
streaks of drying blood on his torn, dirty shirt. There it is, I thought. 
He turned his face and grinned. His eyes crinkled in impish merri- 
ment. A huge, grimy bandage covered him from the waist down- 
wards and another spanned his shoulder blades. 

‘'Now, that’s nice! Well, here I am: I’ve been born again! Those 
Moors, the mucky bastards, have been trying to violate me.” 

I had seen cases of that sort in Morocco, and felt sickened. But 
Angel burst into a guffaw. His teeth, which ought to have glistened 
white in his berry-red face, were stained a dark brown by tobacco 
juice. 

“Now you’re on the wrong track, Don Arturo. What d’you think 
of your Angelillo? Oh no, it’s not that. It’s only that those gentlemen 
have shot me through the arse, I beg your pardon, ma’am. And a 
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nice shot it was, too. You see, we made a night attack on a machine- 
gun nest that annoyed us, and they sprayed us with bullets, so the 
only thing we could do was to stick to the ground like limpets and 
bury our heads in the mud. I Ve still got some on my face — see? Well 
then, a bullet struck me in the shoulder, grazed my spine and went 
right through one of my buttocks, and all the way along it touched 
nothing but flesh. No bones broken. If I hadn’t stuck so flat to the 
ground it would have made a tunnel through me from my shoulder 
blade to my footsole. But they don’t get me, no, sir.” 

I was gulping down hysterical laughter. Of course, what other 
wound would have been right for Angel? It was just like him. Wasn’t 
he indestructible? Doomed — nonsense, he was more alive than I was. 
He stank of mud, sweat, blood, and carbolic acid, but he winked at 
me and wriggled on his belly, babbling on about the nice shelter he 
had rigged up for himself at the front in Carabanchel and how we 
would get drunk together the first day he was out of bed, because you 
didn’t need your buttocks for drinking, did you? Nor for other 
things. 

A young boy lying in the bed opposite was getting irritated by 
Angel’s flow of jokes. He launched forth in a bitter tirade. He had 
been wounded near the Jarama, and his wound was no joke. His 
unit, the 70th Brigade, had been sent into action without sufficient 
armour and automatic weapons, just because they were Anarchists 
of the F.A.L and the G.N.T., and the neighbouring brigade, which 
was Communist, was excellently equipped but kept in the rear. 

We made three attacks, companero, and the Fascists gave us hell. 
The third time we got the position we wanted, and we mightn’t have 
stuck it if we hadn’t wanted to show those other rogues who we were. 
But it was a lousy trick of theirs. We’ll have to shoot it out with the 
Communists sooner or later.” 

Angel grew angry and screwed round his neck to glare at the 
young boy. Listen, you fool, I’m a Communist myself and I won’t 
let you insult my people. We can shoot too, if that’s your game.” 

‘-H didn’t mean you. I mean your bigwigs. It’s always the poor 
devils who pay, people like you and me and the many others who 
don’t live to tell the tale.” 

‘"What bigwigs?” said Angel. “No bigwig puts a fast one over on 
me. There’s our Captain, he’s been my neighbour for ten years and 
he’s younger than me, and now he starts talking of Party discipline 
and Army discipline and what not, because you see, it’s true, we’re 
an Army now and he’s right, only I don’t tell him so. They’ve started 
peppering us with mortars and we got orders to clear out of the huts 
we were using as shelters and get down into proper dugouts. But you 
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won’t catch me sleeping in a dugout, I don’t want to be buried alive 
and it’s too damp for my rheumatics. So when the Captain told me 
to get myself a dugout, I said to him, you can’t tell me anything, I 
was a Socialist and a Communist and what you will when you were 
still afraid of your Father Confessor, and I won’t be ordered about. 
So he called me Corporal Garcia and ordered me to get myself a 
mortar-proof shelter, and he didn’t mind if I got it in hell. So I did. 
I got a lot of doors from ruined houses, and a lot of spring mattresses, 
and I propped up the doors inside my hut, plenty of them, until it 
looked like a builder’s store, and then I tore off the roof of my hut 
and put another lot of doors across. The upright doors were like 
beams, see? Then I shovelled earth on flie top of my hut, two feet of 
it, and then I planted a heap of spring mattresses on top of the earth, 
and that was my roof. I fixed the springs with wire so they couldn’t 
slip, and the Captain said I’d gone mad.” 

And hadn’t you, Angelito? ” 

Don’t you see? It’s all a question of ballistics. Now, when a 
mortar bomb hits my roof while I’m alseep, it falls on something 
springy and bounces off. Then one of two things happens: either the 
bomb explodes in its bounce in mid-air, and that’s O.K. by me, or it 
goes on bouncing up and down on my mattresses like a rubber ball 
until it comes to rest on the bed, and then all I’ve got to do is to 
collect the mortar bomb next morning and send it back to the other 
side. So I’ve obeyed my Captain’s orders, you see, discipline and all, 
and I shan’t get buried in a filthy damp dugout either. The others’ve 
started collecting spring mattresses too. What price your bigwigs, 
you young idiot? We’re a revolutionary army, we are.” And he 
wriggled on his paunch and grinned at the Anarchist who growled: 
“You make jokes about your being cannon-fodder.” 

We were hilarious, lisa and I, when we walked back to our office. 
“You could turn Angel into a symbol like the Good Soldier Schwejk,” 
she said, and told me about the book of the Czech rebel. Yet then we 
had to go on censoring bleak reports of skirmishes and shellings 
written by people who did not know Angel and his kind. 

An extremely competent English journalist who had recently 
arrived to write human-interest stories for the London branch of the 
Republican Agence Espagne had written up the pluck of Gloria, one 
of our lift-operators, in taking her cage down from the top-floor to 
the basement while shell splinters were clattering on its roof. It was 
one of the classic tales of the Telefonica, but he had to describe her as 
^ dark Spanish beauty, with a red rose behind her ear, because 
“readers in London want their spot of local colour and wouldn’t like 
to miss the Carmen touch”. He was shivering in his greatcoat. 
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Herbert Matthews handed me an account he wanted to send on to 
his editor, including various items for the treatment of chilblains; to 
demonstrate that it was no secret code, he pointed a long, sausage- 
red finger, swollen and split open, at a purple chilblain on the tip of 
his melancholy nose. 

Doctor Norman Bethune, the dictatorial chief of the Canadian 
Blood Transfusion Unit, came stalking into the room with his escort 
of lumbering, embarrassed young helpers. lisa must come with them 
at once, they had discovered hidden papers in the flat where they 
were billeted. But as some were in German, lisa would have to vet 
them. She went and returned hours later with a bundle of letters and 
filing cards. The card index was that of the members of the German 
Labour Front in Madrid: employees of Siemens-Halske, Siemens- 
Schuckert, the A.E.G., and other big German firms. The letters were 
the correspondence between my old acquaintance, the lawyer 
Rodriguez Rodriguez, and his fidends in Germany; among them was 
the photograph he had showed me, centuries ago, to boast his place 
of honour among the Nazis. lisa translated the letter of a high Nazi 
official, which defended Rodriguez Rodriguez against criticism by 
saying that his membership in the Catholic Falange was only natural, 
as Falange corresponded to the National-Socialist Movement under 
Spanish conditions. A number of small incidents which belonged to 
my former office life fell into place: here was part of the material 
about the Nazi network in Madrid. But Bethune claimed it. In 
immaculate battledress, his fidzzy grey hair slicked back on his long, 
narrow head, he stood there swaying slightly on his feet and pro- 
claiming that he would take these important papers — his own treasure 
trove — ^to Alvarez del Vayo, in the Blood Transfusion van. He knew 
nothing about the former owner of the flat where his unit was 
installed. It had been empty. 


I came back to the office harassed by an hour’s talk with Maria, 
who had asked me with a dreadful tenderness to give her at least 
those moments of contact every day, since she was threatened by the 
loss of the only worthwhile thing in her life. She refused to accept my 
union with lisa; she would get me back; I would see who was 
stronger in the end; it could not be true that I loved that foreigner, 
I knew that she was desperately alone; she was a stranger for whom I 
was sorry. How to end it? 

In the Tdefdnica I found lisa tense and excited. Her husband had 
rung up from Paris. Through an unfortunate coincidence he had 
never received her letter from Valencia in which she explained to 
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him that she had broken away from their marriage. Over the crack- 
ling wire and in precise French, lisa had told him what had hap- 
pened to her, because she did not want to speak to him for a moment 
under false pretences, but the cruelty of the thing she had done to 
him left her shaken. She hardly spoke to me. The young censor on 
duty kept staring at her through his glasses and wagging his horse- 
like head. ‘‘I couldn’t help listening,” he said. “The way she did it — 
it was one of those things one reads about in novels — I never thought 
it could happen in real life — it must be a great experience, but I 
couldn’t do it.” 

That night she telephoned to Paris again and arranged to go there 
by air from Alicante; the Spanish Embassy booked a seat for her: she 
was going to discuss propaganda matters in Paris and to meet her 
husband so as to define the situation once and for all. 

I was in a panic, but I had not the right to ask anything of her. It 
appeared to me that outside Spain she would be caught by her other 
life. Her many friends and her political work would drag her back. 
She had still a profound affection for Kulcsar, who was working at 
the time as adviser to the Spanish Legation in Prague. Suddenly I 
could not imagine in my Spanish brain that a woman was capable of 
going to meet her husband, only to tell him to his face that she had 
left him for good and meant to link herself to another. Was it that my 
own muddled life, my dark temper, had exhausted her? Was it that 
the experience of love had been mine only? It was so difficult to love, 
even while it was so easy. It seemed to have no place in life as we 
knew it. Was she leaving me? I had no right to ask anything from 
her. 

She left the next day, alone in a small car. I was afraid for her and 
afraid of Paris. The Telefdnica was an empty shell and the work 
senseless. I did not sleep unless I drugged myself with brandy. My 
brain was revolving round the hundred and one chances that she 
would never come back, against the one chance that she would. The 
enemy thrusts south-east of Madrid foreshadowed a new drive to cut 
off the roads. She might come back and her driver, not knowing the 
new front lines, might blunder on the side-roads near the Jarama and 
land her in a Fascist position. She might come back and be hit by 
one of the shells which raked the town. Or she might decide to stay 
abroad and leave me alone. 

She came back after six endless days. I was so weak with relief that 
I gave her a meagre welcome. Her driver told a long tale of how she 
had bullied the Military Governor of Alicante into giving her one of 
the official cars, and of how he had obtained petrol by telling the 
guards at the filling stations that she was the daughter of the Soviet 
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Ambassador — ^wasn’t it crazy anyhow that she had made him drive 
by night through the snowdrifts of the Mancha? They had got the 
last petrol at Toboso. 

Ilsa had obtained a promise from her husband that he would 
agree to a divorce as soon as she gave the word after the end of the 
Spanish War. He had seen that she was utterly certain of herself^ but 
he still hoped that she would snap out of her infatuation with me. 
The reactions of the outer world to Madrid had depressed her 
deeply: too many people had wanted to know whether it was true 
that the Communists held all the safe posts, instead of trying to 
understand that spirit of Madrid out of which the Left press was 
making stirring headlines. Still, an increasing number of foreign 
writers and publicists were coming to Madrid and we would have to 
look after them; I myself would have to do some journalistic work for 
the Agence Espagne until the arrival of another correspondent. 

I had not much time to spend on arranging my private affairs 
then, because the wave of work and danger was mounting once 
more. But I decided to get my divorce from Aurelia and to make the 
position clear beyond any misconception to Maria; the torture and 
relief of lisa’s journey had made it impossible for me to go on in a 
mesh of relations which had become untrue and wrong. It was not 
enough that Aurelia was my wife in nothing but in name, and that 
my contact with Maria was reduced to an hour in a caf 6 or a walk in 
the streets. For the time being, people accepted and respected my life 
with Ilsa, because we raised it beyond the level of an aflFair by com- 
plete frankness and naturalness; but I knew that this somewhat 
romantic indulgence would not last and that we could not carry it off 
indefinitely without giving and taking offence. I did not talk this 
over with Ilsa; it was my own difficulty, while it was unreal to her, 
and she only felt that she hated the tangle. But just when I tried to 
summon my courage for an unequivocal break, Maria told me of the 
death of her younger brother at the front, and I did not dare to 
wound her even more. I had to go on meeting her every second day 
for a drink and a brief walk, feeling nauseated with myself and resent- 
ful of her, yet trying to be as gentle as possible within the cruelty of 
it all. 

In desperation I took Maria with me while I traced the damage 
done by a single three-engined Junkers which had circled low and 
slowly over the jerry-built cottages of Vallecas, on the evening of 
January the 20th, and dropped a stick of bombs on the little square 
where women were sewing and children playing. I had met the 
father of three of the murdered children, and I thought that I would 
do what the professional journalists did not do because mindr rai<k 
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were no longer a story for them. The little house of the man, who was 
a fish-hawker, had been smashed by seven light bombs. His wife had 
been killed on the doorstep, with a baby in her arms. The two older 
girls had been killed. A six-year-old boy had lost one of his legs. The 
smallest girl, aged four, had over a hundred scratches and wounds 
from shrapnel dust in her little body. The eldest boy, bleeding from 
his torn eardrums, had carried her to the First Aid Post in his arms. 
I visited the one-legged boy in the Provincial Hospital and heard the 
father, Raimundo Malanda Ruiz, tell the story, while the boy 
looked at me out of staring, opaque eyes. 

I imagined that this was a good case history to illustrate non- 
intervention, but presumably I did not understand the market of 
foreign public opinion well enough. 

Maria did not see what I saw, because she was only interested in 
keeping something of me; and this indifference made me give up the 
attempt to find a basis of friendship with her in the common experi- 
ence of us all. I persuaded her to take up work outside Madrid, aware 
that I was only putting off the final injury to her. 

February was a dark and bitter month. While the battle on the 
Jarama, the battle for the south-eastern approaches to Madrid, was 
being fought and while sceptical journalists discussed the possibilities 
of the fall of Madrid after the cutting of its lifeline, the Rebels and 
their Italian auxiliaries took Malaga. Madrid was being starved of 
food and wine and the tunnels of the Underground, like the base- 
ments of the Telefonica, were stiU clogged by thousands of refugees. 
And we knew that on the road from Malaga to the east a stream of 
refugees were trudging on or hiding in the ditches from the machine- 
guns of low-flying German and Italian planes. There were no large- 
scale air raids on Madrid, only a few bombs were scattered on its 
outskirts from time to time as an evil reminder. The shelling went on 
and on. Most of us scurried across the Gran Vfa when we went to the 
hotel for lunch, and I never lost my resentment at Ilsa’s slow pace 
while I was waiting for her in the doorway of the bar, counting the 
seconds before the next, close-by shell burst. 

The horizon of Madrid was suffused with flashes and flares to the 
south, east, and west. In the south-eastern sector, the International 
Brigades had halted the enemy advance on the Jarama at a terrible 
price. One of the Englishmen, a docker with simian arms and a low 
forehead, came to see Ilsa and tell her of the death of his fiiends who 
used to take him to the Telefonica, of the Cambridge archaeologist, 
and of the young writer, and gave her a pitifully funny photograph of 
himself in an impressive pose, hand on a plush chair. 
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But then the first smell of spring was in the air, with a dry, scented 
wind and fast white clouds sailing the bright sky. 

The battle noise coming from the west, heavy mortar thuds and 
sharp rattle of machine-guns, was grateful to our ears. We knew that 
there, on the slope below the Model Jail where four months earlier 
Miaja had rallied a handful of crazed volunteers against the invading 
Moors, Antonio Ortega’s Basque regiment had reconquered the 
Parque de Oeste, inch by inch, and was pressing back the enemy. 

Ortega, a bony man with a face carved in wood yet mobile as 
rubber, had organized his sector so well and was so proud of it that 
we liked to send him journalists and foreign visitors in search of a 
whiff of the front. But we ourselves had to know what we wanted 
others to see. After an interminable, sumptuous, and very gay meal 
in Ortega’s headquarters, and after half an hour of singing songs with 
his young officers, among them a young painter and an international 
footballer, he took us through a narrow tunnel. We emerged in the 
park, in the intricate network of weE-kept trenches which crossed the 
unkempt sand paths. The trees were slashed and torn, but the young 
leaves were just bursting out of their buds. In the zigzagging trenches 
the soldiers were peacefully occupied oiling and burnishing metal 
parts. A few were sitting in dugouts and dozing or reading. From 
time to time there was a swishing sound and a soft plop, and another 
star-shaped flower with white splinter petals burgeoned from one of 
the tree-trunks. 

And then we were in the first line. The trench was surprisingly dry 
and clean, as Ortega pointed out with professional pride. In the 
places where a triclde of water came down the hillside, the ground 
was covered with doors taken from the bombed houses of the Paseo 
de Rosales. Through slits in the parapet I snatched a glimpse of an 
earthen ridge where little dxist clouds spurted from time to time. 

There was the enemy, a hundred odd yards from us: Moors — 
Falangists — Legionaries — Italians — ^a sprinkling of Germans — con- 
script soldiers from Old Castile, The vast buildings of the University 
City loomed heavy and shell-pitted in the background. A doll-like 
figure passed behind a window hole and high up, under the roof of 
the brick buildir^ of the Faculty of Medicine, a machine-gun 
cackled, but I could not think where the bullets went. The sun 
glittered on a loop of the river. 

With the city at our back and the big Basques and Asturians 
cracking their jokes around us, the enemy was nothing. You had to 
laugh. We were safe here, the city was safe, victory was safe. 

Then Ortega showed off a primitive mortar; the bomb was 
released by a big spring, as from a catapult. The Basque in diarge of 
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the mortar made ready to fire: “As you’re here, comrades, you must 
see the fireworks. Let’s tickle them a bit,” 

At the second attempt, the missile went off without a sound, and a 
second later a sharp explosion shook us. Then the front broke loose. 
The cracks of rifle shots ran along the parapets and a machine-gun 
to our right began to rattle. The buildings of the University City 
joined in. A thin “eeee” sounded in my skull. The hidden power 
of the explosives was unleashed. We were no longer playing at 
safety. 

Ten days later, armoured Italian divisions launched a big offen- 
sive in the stony plain of Alcarria, to the north-east of Madrid. Their 
tanks overran our forces; they took Brihuega and Trihueque, they 
were before Torrija and nearing Guadalajara. It was a bid to cut off 
our northern salient and to seal the road through Alcald de Henares, 
which had become essential to Madrid since the Valencia road had 
to be reached by side-roads. 

General Goliev took the retreat coolly; he spoke as though we had 
got the wide spaces of Russia in which to manoeuvre. I do not think 
that many people in Madrid realized the gravity of the situation. The 
foreign journalists knew that this was the first open action of the 
Italian Army in Spain. Here was a great story. But when they 
reported that Italian armour and Italian infantry formed the spear- 
head of the advancing Rebel forces, they came up against the censor- 
ship of their own editors. The fiction of non-intervention had to be 
conserved. Suddenly, our censorship and the foreign correspondents 
were thrown together in the wish to get the news of what was hap- 
pening across to the people and the papers in England, France, and 
the United States. 

Herbert Matthews had a service conversation after reading out 
one of his telephone reports, in which the man at the other end of the 
wire, somebody at a desk in Paris, told him: “Don’t always speak of 
Italians, you and the Bolshevik papers are the only ones who use that 
propaganda tag.” Matthews, tied down by our censorship rules, 
came to my desk with tight lips and submitted a service cable he 
wanted to send: If they had no confidence in his objective reporting, 
he was going to resign. 

The answer from the New Tork Times office said nobody thought he 
wanted to make propaganda, only that he might have fallen for the 
ofiicial hand-out of the Republicans. 

Herbert Matthews won this fight. Yet when I read, months later, 
in what form various British, American, and French newspapers had 
published the reports we had passed in Madrid, I found that most of 
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them had changed the terms Italian tanks “Italian infantry 
etc., to “Nationalist” forces, tanks, infantry, or whatever fitted, so as 
to eliminate the awkward evidence of an international war. 

Then the tide turned. The Republican fighter planes, provided by 
Soviet Russia, those “Ratas” and “Moscas” which seemed so mar- 
vellous to us, battered the advance forces. An Anarchist unit led a big 
Italian formation into a trap. The International Brigades moved up. 
The loudspeakers of the Garibaldi Battalion called to the Italians on 
the other side. Then they advanced, anti-Fascist Italians and Ger- 
mans together with Spanish units. They took back Trihueque and 
Brihuega, they took more than a thousand prisoners — ^all Italians — 
and they captured the mail bag and documents of a Brigade staff. 

Gallo, the Communist Commissar of the International Brigades, 
and Pietro Nenni, the Italian Socialist leader who was everywhere 
with his unobtrusive fnendliness, brought us postal orders sent home 
to their families by Italian soldiers in Spain, blood-stained diaries, 
still uncensored field-post letters, which we gave to correspondents 
who wanted irrefutable proof of their correctness in reporting on 
non-intervention. War Commissariat cars took journalists out to 
recaptured towns. I think that their reports after the victory of 
Guadalajara made good reading, so that they could no longer be 
bowdlerized; they turned it into a propaganda victory of ours. 

The front line was stabilized much further to the north-east than it 
had been before the Italian rout, although hopes of a decisive ad- 
vance towards Aragon petered out. Yet after Guadalajara, Madrid 
was no longer isolated; the semicircle of the siege was no longer 
threatening to become a ring. There was a steady trickle of visitors. 
No-one spoke of the fall of Madrid any more. The reorganization of 
the civil authorities was speeded up. Rubio was more curt on the 
telephone. Foreign delegations arrived, were led through Arguelles 
and Cuatro Gaminos, through the Duke of Alba’s Palace and, if they 
felt like it, through Ortega’s trenches; they paid their respects to 
Miaja, looked at one or the other model factory under the workers’ 
control, and at one or the other school for adults and home for 
orphaned children, and left. 

One of the delegations we had to show round was headed by the 
Austrian Social-Democrat Friedrich Adler, then Secretary of the 
Labour Socialist International, He hated the existence of a Popular 
Front and the collaboration with the Communists so much that he 
never asked any of us a question; he disapproved of Madrid in 
ojEfensive silence, and the young Right-Wing Socialists who had been 
tactfully detaileci by the Junta to accompany him asked me who the 
unfriendly old man was and why he was so much Eke a walking 
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corpse. He left a feeling of hostility behind, which was the only result 
of his visit. 

Then more journalists and writers came. Ernest Hemingway 
arrived, was taken over the battleground of Guadalajara by Hans 
Kahle of the International Brigades, and worked with Joris Ivens at 
the film ‘^Spanish Earth’’, while his bullfighter-secretary, Sidney 
Franklin, went round the offices to get petrol, permits, and gossip. 
Martha Gellhorn arrived and was brought to the Telefonica by 
Hemingway, who said: ‘‘That’s Marty — ^be nice to her — ^she writes 
for Collier^s — ^you know, a million circulation.” Or was it half a 
million — or two million? I did not catch it and did not care, but we 
all stared at the sleek woman with the halo of fair hair, who walked 
through the dark, fusty office with a swaying movement we* knew 
from the films. 

Drinks at the Gran Via bar and drinks at the Miami bar. Apart 
from some hard-working ‘veterans’ of Madrid, such as George Seldes 
and Josephine Herbst, the foreign writers and journalists revolved in 
a circle of their own and an atmosphere of their own, with a fringe of 
men from the International Brigades, Spaniards who touted for 
news, and tarts. March had turned into April. It was hot in the 
streets but for the hours when the sharp wind blew from the Sierra, 
In the evenings, the streets were thronged and the cafes full, people 
were singing and laughing, while far away machine-guns burst out in 
short spasms as though the front were spluttering with rage. There 
was no menace in the air for the time being. 

I started my divorce proceedings after obtaining Aurelia’s unwill- 
ing consent. I was restless. The work had no longer much hold over 
me. We had had our share in the fight, but now everything seemed 
fiat. Propaganda had seized upon the cliche of Heroic Madrid and 
had become easy and shallow, as if our war were not growing in 
scope and evil ramification. 

Whenever Angel came on an evening’s leave and, half-tipsy, told 
me of a new trick they had invented in the trenches, of his abortive 
adventures with women, and his hopeless longing for his wife, he 
helped me. Agustfn, my brother-in-law, helped me when he ex- 
plained how life among his neighbours and in the workshops went 
aa. I took lisa to Seraffn’s tavern, where I had been at home as a 
young man, and was glad when she liked the baker and the butcher 
and the pawnbroker who were my fiiends, or when an unknown 
worker sitting on the bench of the back-room gave her a few edible 
acorns out of his pockets, just because he liked her face. All this was 
real. Other things were wrong. But my own life cleared. 

On an April afternoon, when Ilsa for the first time wore her new 
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grey coat and skirt instead of her soldier-like jacket, I walked with 
her through the oldest, narrowest and most crooked lanes of Madrid 
and showed her the Cam Baja where I had waited for the diligence to 
Brunete as a boy and for the bus to Noves as a man. I showed her 
corners and fountains in deserted, ancient streets, where I knew 
every stone. While we walked across sun-filled squares and through 
shadowy alleys, women in the house doors looked after us and 
gossiped. I knew exactly the words in which they were discussing us. 

From the escarpment of Las Vistillas, near a gun emplacement, I 
looked down at the Viaduct across the Galle de Segovia and beyond 
the river to the Casa de Campo, where the enemy was, and saw 
myself trotting up the slope with my mother, tired from her washing 
by the river. 

I told her tales of my childhood. 


VI. THE SHOCK 

T hey had sent us a delegation of British women politicians from 
V^encia; our office was to look after them during their brief 
stay in Madrid. They had a guide of their own, the putty- 
faced Simon of Agence Espagne, and the Valencia depart- 
ments were very concerned about them. There were three M.P.s, the 
Duchess of AthoU, Eleanor Rathbone, and Ellen Wilkinson, and a 
society welfare worker. Dame Rachel Crowdy. It took lisa some time 
to din their names, political attributes, and range of interests into my 
head; I was not feeling too kindly towards the stream of well-mean- 
ing but usually self-centred visitors who had been touring Madrid 
ever since the victory of Guadalajara had eased the grip of the siege. 
In exchange, the grip of bureaucracy was tightening; I was acutely 
aware of a change in the air, and the fashion of sight-seeing seemed 
to me part and parcel of it. 

I left the personal contacts with the party to lisa and arranged a 
tour of Madrid on the obvious lines: introduction to Mi^a in his 
musty cellar vault; visits to the fiattened-out workers’ houses in 
Cuatro Gaminos and to the empty ruins of Arguelles; Sunday morn- 
ing in the Protestant Church of Galatrava, with its ingenuous, honest 
parson and a few earnest young men in uniform singing hymns; a 
glimpse of the front from some comparatively safe place; a reception 
by Miaja in due form; a visit by the Duchess of Atholl^ — ^without any 
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of US to guide her — to the gutted palace of the Duke of Alba, where 
she would be able to check and disprove on the spot the Grandee’s 
hostile statements to the Press. The shelling, which had become 
singularly intense during the last few days, would provide the back- 
ground noise. 

First came the introductory visit to Miaja. The four women waited 
in the ante-room, looking excited, while we cajoled Miaja into seeing 
them. He liked having an opportunity to grumble at the demands of 
the many people who came to pay him their respects. Twice he asked 
lisa who the hell those women were, and twice he asked me why the 
hell I did not produce young and pretty women, or at least sensible 
people who supplied arms for our troops. “ If they’re making me into 
a music-hall turn they ought at least to give me presents, an m.g., or 
a plane, and then I’ll sign a phdtograph for them if they like.” But he 
came out meekly enough and listened to their little speeches “to the 
Defender of Madrid”, looking down his long nose and answering 
with a few gruff words. lisa did her translating with a hidden 
flourish which made me suspect that she had edited what both sides 
had said. Miaja grunted: “Tell them to come to a tea-party to- 
morrow afternoon, since you think they’re so important. As they’re 
English we must give them tea. The devil take it. They shouldn’t 
expect too much of us, tell them, because there’s a war on here. 
Saludr 

I felt almost as surly as he did. I was unable to take part in the 
English conversation, but I wanted very much to ask them rudely 
whether they couldn’t do anything about non-intervention without a 
sight-seeing trip. Moreover, I resented Simon’s slick showmanship. 
When we walked through a side-street in Cuatro Caminos where the 
only thing left of a row of houses were the outlines of their flimsy 
foundations, an old woman came up to show us, with a dramatic 
instinct and sparse words, the place where her hearth had been. 
Simon looked as pleased as though he had stage-managed the 
encounter, or so I thought. I was in no mood to be just; it was a good 
thing that I had to do nothing but to provide the silent Spanish 
background. 

The shelling was still growing in intensity, and it was spraying the 
centre of the town along “Shell Alley”. When we drove back from 
the suburbs, wisps of grey smoke floated in the air the whole length of 
the Calle de Alcali, and people walked very near to the house doors 
on the so-called safe side of the street. We hustled our guests into the 
Gran Via Hotel. 

I wanted the women to have lunch with us upstairs in our room, 
partly because I did not want them to get their image of Madrid from 
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the tawdry cosmopolitan atmosphere of the public dining-room. But 
they preferred to see life in the basement, and so I arranged for lunch 
there. The foreign correspondents rose from the long table, where 
they were sitting with their friends from the International Brigades, 
and chose their victims among the visitors, while a crowd of soldiers, 
tarts, and anxious mothers taking shelter with their children were 
milling about, shouting, eating, drinking, and waiting for a lull in the 
bombardment. Through the skylights came the sound of shell-bursts 
and the wafts of acrid fumes, but the noise and the smell inside 
drowned them. It was a successful lunch. 

After the black coffee I took the party up to the entrance hall; we 
were scheduled to visit Ortega’s artillery observation post and our 
two cars were waiting outside. 

In the hall there was a thin haze of smoke and an unusually dense 
crowd. The manager made a bee-line for me: 

“Don Arturo, would you please come along at once? There’s been 
a fire in your room upstairs and the firemen are jxist dealing with it. 
It must have been a shell.” 

I had heard the firebell tinkling while we were finishing our meal. 

We pushed our way through the curious people blocking the stairs 
and the corridor. Our room was grey and smudged with smoke. 
There were burns on one wall and on the wardrobe, the chairs were 
tumbled on the ground, two firemen were just withdrawing a hose 
and another was tearing a smouldering curtain from its rod. 

No shell had hit the room, so much was clear at a glance. But a 
big, triangular piece of a shell was lying on the table. It was still 
warm. Before it dropped, its force spent, it must have been hot 
enough to set the curtain on flame. That was all. Two eggs in a bowl 
on the side-table were intact. My cigarettes had disappeared. The 
tablecloth was tom, a few plates were smashed; the table had been 
set for Ilsa and me as it was every day. Her shoes which had been 
lined up on a rack under the window, covered by the long curtain, 
were a pitiful heap of scorched, twisted, tortured-looking leather. 
There were stains of soot and water on pillows, and clothes. It had 
been nothing. 

Ilsa stared ruefully at the small leather corpses of her shoes and 
complained that a new blue pair, much beloved by her, was 
shrivelled and shapeless. The Englishwomen kissed her, because they 
had saved her life through their presence. Hadn’t she said that except 
for them she and I would have been lunching at that table even 
while the shell fragment struck it? 

I heard Ilsa saying that it didn’t look as if it would have been as 
saious as all that, even if we had been in the room; the women were 
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making much of her, while I said nothing. Nothing had happened. 
I took them down to the entrance once more. Our drivers were wait- 
ing, and it was not right to let them stay much longer in the Gran Via 
during the afternoon shelling. 

The street was filled with glaring sunlight and curls of slowly 
thinning smoke. Dull thuds sounded from further up Shell Alley. 
The porter informed me that our drivers were waiting round the 
corner in the Galle de la Montera, which was safer. I walked ahead 
of the women to find the cars. At the corner itself a gust of the 
familiar acrid smell hit me. Out of the corner of my eye I saw some- 
thing odd and filmy sticking to the huge show-window of the Gramo- 
phone Company. I went close to see what it was. It was moving. 

A lump of grey mass, the size of a child*s fist, was flattened out 
against the glass pane and kept on twitching. Small, quivering drops 
of grey matter were spattered round it. A fine thread of watery blood 
was trickling down the pane, away from the grey-white lump 
with the tiny red veins, in which the torn nerves were still lashing 
out. 

I felt nothing but stupor. I looked at the scrap of man stuck on to 
the shop window and watched it moving like an automaton. Still 
alive. A scrap of human brain. 

Like an automaton, too, I took the elbow of the elderly woman 
beside me, whose honest red face was paling, and made a few steps 
forward to help her on. There was a fresh grey-white scar in the 
paving stones at the corner. The post of the old newspaper woman. 
I stopped. What was it I meant to do? I was hollow inside, emptied 
and without feelings. There seemed no street noise in the void around 
me. 

I strained myself to hear. Somebody was calling me. 

lisa was clutching at my arm and saying in a rough, urgent voice: 

Arturo, come away from here — ^Arturo 1 ” 

There were those foreign women. We had to take them somewhere, 
lisa was supporting the heavy, grey-haired one. The car was just in 
front of me. But my feet were sticking to the ground and when I tried 
to lift them I slithered. I looked down at those feet of mine. They 
were standing in a small sticky puddle of coagulating blood. 

I let Ilsa push me into the car, but I never knew who else was 
inside. I believe that I rubbe^ my shoes on the car mat once, and I 
know I said nothing. My brain was blocked. Stupidly, I looked 
through the window and saw buildings and people move past. Then 
we were outside the tall house in which Ortega had set up his obser- 
vation post with the telemeter of which he was so proud. He was 
there himself to do the honours. His young ofiicers were ragging me 
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because I had turned myself into the guide of a duchess. Everything 
was normal and it was easy to answer their jokes. 

They took us up to the top floor. The wide windows overlooked a 
large sector of the front and of the city. One after the other our guests 
looked through the telemeter and let Ortega show them enemy gun 
emplacements, camouflaged trenches, the white and red buildings of 
the University City, the flash and smoke of a firing battery and the 
place where its shells hit their target. While he led them out on to the 
balcony to explain the lines of the front, I looked through the tele- 
meter myself. 

It was focused on a low buildii^ wreathed in white smoke-puffs. 
They were shelling it, and I wondered what their target was. I 
adjusted the telemeter. What I recognized in the field of vision was 
the chapel of the Cemetery of San Martin. The place where I had 
played on countless days of my boyhood while my Uncle Jose was 
there on his official visits. I made out the old brick building, the 
courtyards, the gallery with its white niches. One of the smoke 
wads dissolved and I saw the hole the shell had tom into the thick 
wall. 

As though I had been looking into a magic crystal globe, I saw the 
images of my childhood in the frame of the telemeter lens. 

The old cemetery with its sunlit courtyards. The row of rose-trees 
laden with flowers. The old chaplain, and the cemetery keeper with 
his flock of boys more or less my own age. The transfer of long-buried 
people when the cemetery was closed down. My Uncle Jose inspect- 
ing the decorations in the chapel before the funeral ceremonies. 
Bones of an ashy grey colour spread out tenderly on a sheet so white 
that it looked bluish. Hollow bones thrown into the bonfire of the 
keepers, together with the mouldy planks from burst coffins. Myself 
chasing butterflies and tiny lizards between the trellises and 
cypresses. 

“ We must go,” lisa murmured into my ear. 

Through the balcony I saw streets filled with sun and people, and 
in the open grounds of Amaniel, green with spring grass, a dark 
patch, spires of cypresses wreathed in another white cloud, very far 
away and daintily small. 

We had to go to Miaja’s tea-party for the British ladies. 

The General had invited a few people from the Propaganda 
Ministry to help him with the foreigner. They had prepared a 
sumptuous spread in one of the big rooms of the underground 
department. The walls were stained and fla king , but orderlies^ 
brought bunches of flowers and served the unfamiliar tea with a 
smirk on their faces. While I kept up a running banter with the staff 
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ofScerSj lisa acted as interpreter in the conversation between the 
General and the Duchess, tuning down questions and answers. 

“Why the devil is she asking about Russian instructors to our air 
force? Tell her that weVe got splendid lads of our own — ^why the 
hell isn’t she interested in them? ” 

“Oh, I know the way generals talk from my own husband,” the 
Duchess said briskly. 

When the drinks came, Miaja lifted his glass and said in his best 
French: “To peace!” 

The Duchess gave back: “And to liberty, for peace can be bought 
at too dear a price.” 

“ Salud!"" Ellen Wilkinson cried from the other end of the table. 

When our guests had gone back to the Hotel Florida, we worked 
for a few hours in the Telefonica and then walked across the street to 
the Gran Via Hotel. They had given us a couple of airy new rooms, 
on the same side of the house as the one that had been hit. We were 
very tired, but while Ilsa shrank away from more noise, I had to be 
among people. Simon was giving a party to a few Americans and 
some Germans from the Internatiohal Brigades on another floor of 
the Gran Via, and I went with him. There was nobody I liked. 
Major Hans was everything I imagined a raw-boned Prussian officer 
to be; Simon petted a white-blonde girl with a baby-skin and a hard 
mouth; they were all drinking and showing off their toughness, and 
none of them thought of the war as our war, as Spain’s torture and 
pain. I drank with them and burst out into a tirade to which only one 
person, an American film critic whose name I never knew, listened 
with sympathy. I shouted at them that they had come to Spain to 
seek their own ends, not out of a simple faith, and that they were not 
helping us; that they were smug and glib and we barbarians, but that 
at least we felt and knew what we were doing. Then my excited 
mood died down. I was a complete stranger among people who had 
every right to dislike me as I disliked them. I went down and found 
stillness with her. 

When I woke up at eight in the morning, I did not want to wake 
Ilsa. The black-out curtains were split by a thin, bright gap. I wanted 
to take a bath, but found that we had forgotten to move soap, shav- 
ing tackle, and tooth-brushes over from our old bathroom. I went 
out to fetch them. 

Out old room was flooded with sun. It still smelt of smoke and 
scorched leather, and there were half-dried pools of water on the 
floor. It was a radiant morning. The smooth front of the Telefonica 
across the street was dazzlingly white. I stood by the window and 
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looked down into the street to see whether they were not just 
sprinkling the pavement and producing the scent of moist earth I 
loved. An explosion sounded from the upper end of the street. The 
morning shelling had begun, punctual like the milkman. There were 
few people about in Shell Alley. Idly I watched a woman crossing the 
street a little higher up, and suddenly I wondered: wasn’t that lisa? 
She was sleeping in the near-by room, I knew it, but this woman was 
so like her, the same size, the same body, seen from the back, the 
same dark-green costume. I was staring at the woman’s back when 
the high whistle of a shell tore through the air. It hit the Fontalba 
Theatre just above the booking office. The woman swayed and fell, 
and a dark stain began to spread. One of the Shock Police sentries 
ran up to her, two men sprinted across the street beneath my win- 
dow, and the three picked up the body. It sagged and slipped 
through their hands. Her limbs hung as though ail her joints had 
been smashed by hammer blows. 

I went back to our room and found lisa standing by the window in 
her dressing-gown. I looked at her and my face must have been odd, 
because she came over to me and said: ‘'What’s the matter with 
you?” 

“Nothing.” 

There was another whistle, and my eyes instinctively followed the 
direction of the sound, A window opposite us in the fifth floor of the 
Telefonica was boarded up. The boards buckled in and spat splinters 
into the air, a dark phantom shape entered the hole and then the 
torn boards bulged outwards again. I ducked and dragged lisa down 
to the floor with me; we were in the line of flying shrapnel and 
masonry. 

* Squatting on the floor I had an attack of nausea, a sudden violent 
contraction of the stomach as when I had vomited in the shambles of 
the Moroccan War fifteen years earlier. But at the time I did not 
remember that. I cowered in a corner, trembling, unable to control 
my muscles which had acquired a life of their own. lisa led me down 
to the vestibule of the hotel, into a dark corner behind the telephone 
boxes. I drank a couple of brandies and my trembling ceased. The 
dark corner where I was sitting faced across the shadowy hall to the 
entrance. The sun was glittering and licking through the revolving 
doors. It was like being in a cave opening out into the fields, like 
awakening from a vivid dream within strangely distorted bedroom 
walls. At that moment my whole life suffered a distortion. 

The others did not notice it. Even lisa only thought I was feeling a 
transitory after-effect of yesterday’s shock. The British party had 
gone, and we resumed the strenuous daily routine. Yet I refused to 
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lunch upstairs, as lisa wanted, and insisted on our taking our meals 
in the basement at the noisy table of the journalists, where I never 
spoke much and people were used to my morose face. 

When we went up to our room before going on duty again, I 
saw a tiny orifice in the cardboard which replaced one of the 
window panes, and found a steel splinter embedded in the opposite 
wall. 

We were arranging our books on a shelf beside the window. It was 
quiet, people were strolling and chatting in the street, everything had 
the light, colour, and smell of spring. The sky was clear blue and the 
stones of the houses looked warm with sun. A Shock Police sentry at 
the corner of the Telefdnica paid compliments to every girl that 
passed him, and from my window it was easy to see that some of the 
girls crossed the street only to stroll past him and hear what the hand- 
some lad had to tell them. The revolving door of the Telefdnica 
behind him kept turning, and the glitter of its panes threw bundles 
of light across the shadow at the foot of the building. 

Three people were crossing the Gran Via, a soldier and two girls. 
One of the girls wore a black dress and carried a parcel wrapped in 
pink paper, bright and gay against the black. Ilsa remarked that the 
girl walked like a young animal, and I told her: 

‘‘ If a woman walks like that we say she is una buena joca, a fine 
filly, because she moves with the grace of a young and skittish 
horse.’^ 

Then the shell whistled, and it felt as if it had passed a few yards 
from our faces. The soldier threw himself flat on the ground, his arms 
flung over his head. The shell burst in front of him with a flash and a 
cloud of thick black smoke. The Shock Police sentry disappeared as 
though swallowed by the wall of the building. The two young girls 
dropped like two empty sacks. 

I was clinging to the window-sill, my mouth filled with vomit, and 
saw through a haze how people hxirried away with the two bodies. 
Then the street was deserted and the pink parcel lay there in the 
middle of dark stains. Nobody collected it. The deserted street was 
gay and spring-like, with an inhuman indifference. 

It was the hour when our afternoon shift began. We crossed the 
street to the other comer of the Telefonica. 

I sat at my desk and stared at the meagre dispatches of journalists 
who had nothing to report except that the shelling of Madrid con- 
tinued with unabated and monotonous intensity. Ilsa was pacing up 
and down, her poise shattered. Suddenly she sat down at a typewriter 
and wrote something at great speed. When she had finished she rang 
up Ilsa Wolff, the German journalist who ran the U.G.T. Radio 
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which broadcast to foreign workers in various languages, and in dis- 
tinction to whom our lisa used at that time to be called Iba de la 
Telefonica, 

They spoke in German and I was not interested. But then lisa 
rose, took her coat and said to me: ‘‘ I must do something, otherwise 
I can*t forget that pink parcel. I must speak to my own workers at 
home — they’ll still know my voice in some places — and I’ve told lisa 
Wolff that I simply must broadcast to-day instead of her.” 

I knew at once what she meant. There had been many duds 
among the shells, and we were all firmly convinced that there was 
some sabotage in the German factories which supplied Franco with 
armaments. lisa was going to cry out to her Austrian workers. But 
few of them would hear her. When she went out into the street I sat 
there listening for the sound of bursting shells. 

There was too little work to do. I was obsessed with tracing the 
course the shells might have taken. The piece of metal which had set 
the curtain of our window on fire had followed a curve which meant 
that it would have hit her head, if we had lunched in our room as 
usual. The minute steel splinter which a few hours ago had pierced 
the cardboard in the window-frame of our new room had bored deep 
into the opposite wall. Had we eaten there as Ilsa had wanted, her 
head would have been midway between the hole in the pane and the 
hole in the wall. I was haunted by images of her, in the shape of the 
woman whom I had seen hit in the street that morning, or sitting at 
our table with a hole in her head. 

Journalists came and went, and I spoke as much or as little to them 
as usual; in the end I handed over the censoring to old Llizo and 
started to write. 

I do not remember that story well; it would be of interest to a 
psychiatrist. Like a dream it mixed sights and visions: the shop win- 
dow of the Gramophone Company, a display of black disks showing 
the white, cock-eared dog on their gaudy labels; the smooth pane 
reflecting the passing multitude, a phantom multitude of living 
beings without life; the black records enclosing in their furrows a 
multitude of ghost voices; everything unreal, and the only real thing 
above them — on the surface of that solid glass pane — a scrap of palpi- 
tating brain, still living, the antennae of its severed nerves lashing out 
in a desperate voiceless cry to a deaf multitude. And then I put the 
woman behind the glass panel, lying still, a hole in her he^, the 
comers of her lips like a question mark in a faint smile, very serene^ 
It was no story. 

When Ilsa came back, quietened and tired, I was still sitting at tills 
typewriter. I handed her the pages I had written. When she esmm to 
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the description of the woman, she gave me a scared glance and said 
without thinking: 

But it’s me you’ve killed here.” 

I took the pages from her and tore them up. 

The routine work went on, but we had a guest whom I liked and 
respected, John Dos Passos, who spoke about our land workers and 
peasants with a gentle understanding, looking from one to the other 
out of wondering brown eyes. He helped us that evening; I saw that 
lisa’s eyes were following my gestures with a suppressed anxiety and 
that she kept the conversation going so as to lead me back into normal 
contacts. 

I find that John Dos Passos mentions this encounter in one of his 
sketches in Journeys between Wars. This is what he says: 

‘‘ In the big quiet office you find the press censors, a cadaverous 
Spaniard and a plump little pleasant-voiced Austrian woman. . . . 
Only yesterday the Austrian woman came back to find that a shell- 
fra^ent had set her room on fire and burned up all her shoes, and 
the censor had seen a woman made mincemeat of beside him. . , . It’s 
not surprising that the censor is a nervous man; he looks underslept 
and underfed. He talks as if he understood, without taking too much 
personal pleasure in it, the importance of his position as guardian of 
those telephones that are the link with countries technically at peace, 
where the war is still carried on with gold credits on bank ledgers and 
munitions contracts and conversations on red plush sofas in diplo- 
matic ante-rooms instead of with six-inch shells and firing squads. 
He doesn’t give the impression of being complacent about it. But it’s 
hard for one who is more or less of a free agent from a country at 
peace to talk about many things with men who are chained to the 
galley benches of war. 

‘Tit’s a relief to get away from the switchboards of power and walk 
out into the sunny streets again.” 

But I was chained to myself and split in myself. 

When I was seven I went to school one morning and saw a man 
running round a street comer towards me. Behind him sounded 
shouts and the patter of an invisible crowd. The stretch of street 
where we were was empty except for the man and me. He stopped 
dose to me and pushed something into his mouth. There was a bang, 
I saw the man’s cap hurled into the air, and black scraps flying, 
there was a flash, and then I found myself at a first-aid post, where 
people were pouring water with a penetrating odour down my throat. 
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When I was nine years old, I was sitting on the balcony of my 
uncle’s flat one morning reading a book. Suddenly I heard a dull 
thud in the street down below. On the opposite pavement lay the 
body of a woman, smashed on the stones. She had her eyes tied with 
a white handkerchief which was turning first red and then almost 
black. Her skirts were gathered above her ankles with a green curtain 
cord. One of the tassels of the cord dangled over the kerbstone. The 
balcony began to sway and the street to reel before my eyes. 

When I was twenty-four years old, and I saw the room in the 
barracks of the Civil Guard at MeliUa, which looked as though the 
dead men leaning over the window-sills and in the comers had 
splashed each other with their blood as during a battle in a swim- 
ming pool in the summer, I had vomited. With the stench of slashed 
bodies eternally in my nostrils, I had been unable to stand even the 
sight of raw meat for over three years. 

It all came back. 

I was listening with my whole body for the whistle of a shell or the 
drone of an aircraft among the thousand noises of the street; my brain 
was trying feverishly to eliminate aU the noises which were not hostile 
and to analyse those which held a threat. I had to fight ceaselessly 
against this obsession, because it threatened to tear the weave of 
whatever I was doing, hearing, or saying. People and things near me 
grew blurred and twisted into phantom shapes as soon as they were 
out of direct contact with me. I was afraid of being shut up and alone, 
and afiraid of being in the open among people. When I was alone I 
felt like an abandoned child. I was incapable of going alone to my 
hotel room, because it meant crossing the Gran Via, and I was 
incapable of staying alone in my room. When I was there, I stared at 
the white front of the Telefonica, with its bricked-up window-holes 
and black window-holes and the pock-marks of dozens of shells. I 
hated it and I stared at it. But I could no longer bear to look down 
into the street. 

That night I ran a high temperature and although I had not 
eaten, I vomited bitter stomach juice in spasmodic convulsions. The 
following day my mouth filled with the sour liquid at the sound of a 
motor-cycle, a tram, the screech of a brake, at the sound of air-raid 
sirens, the drone of planes, and the thud of shells. The city was full of 
those sounds. 

I knew what was happening to me and fought against it: I had to 
work and I had no right to show nervousness or fear, Tliere were the 
others before whom I had to be calm if I wanted them to be calm. 
I dtmg to the thought that I had the obligation not to show fear, and 

245 



so I became obsessed with a second kind of fear: the fear of being 
afraid. 

The people, apart from Ilsa and my brother-in-law, Agustxn, who 
had become senior orderly at our office, only knew that I was not 
feeling well and seemed in a particularly black mood. The journalists 
themselves were urging a transfer of the censorship office to safer 
quarters; at their request, the telephone room was installed down- 
stairs in the basement of the Telefdnica, yet even so they had to cross 
Shell Alley too often. It had become an unreasonable risk. Ilsa had 
been almost the only person to defend our continued stay in the 
Telefdnica; she had an affection for the very walls of the building and 
felt part of it. But by then the situation had become untenable even 
for her. 

We changed our rooms in the hotel to the back where our windows 
opened into a chimney-like yard that caught and held every sound. 
I was shaken by bouts of fever and bouts of sickness, I neither slept 
nor ate. For a day, I stayed in the dark corner of the hotel hall, doing 
office work other than actual censoring, while Ilsa carried on in the 
Telefdnica. It was she who obtained Rubio Hidalgo’s consent to move 
our office to the Foreign Ministry. Some of the journalists urged the 
transfer to one of the quiet and almost shell-proof suburbs, but it 
would have taken a long time and a lot of wiring; in the Ministry 
the press-room and censorship were stiU wired and had thick stone 
walls, even though the building was within the habitual range of the 
siege guns. 

The Telefdnica had been hit by over one hundred and twenty 
shells, and although not a single life had been lost within its walls 
during that time, the journalists and censors alike had a feeling of 
impending disaster. 

On May the ist the Foreign Press and Censorship Department of 
Madrid moved back to the Foreign Ministry in the Plaza de Santa 
Cruz. I waited for the move in my corner at the back of the hotel 
vestibule, fighting myself and lost within myself I did not know at 
that time that Ilsa was crossing the shelled street and working on the 
fourth floor of the Telefdnica for eight days with the absolute con- 
viction that she was doomed to be killed. I even left it to her to collect 
all papers and bring them to the Ministry with the help of Agustfn. 

The day after they left the Telefonica, a shell entered through one 
of the windows of our deserted office and exploded by the main desk 
a few minutes after five. At five sharp every afternoon Ilsa had taken 
over and sat down at that very desk. 

The Foreign Ministry is built round two big, flagged, glass- 
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covered inner courts and divided by a monumental staircase which 
leads up from the triple entrance. Arched galleries circle the two 
courts in two tiers; the upper gallery has a parqueted floor and gilt 
railing, the gallery, on the ground floor h2is large flagstones and it 
echoes imder the heavy vaulting. The office rooms open on to the 
galleries. The building is of stone and brick, with enormously stout 
walls. Two towers with pointed slate roofs flank it. It is an island 
amid silent old streets, near the old Plaza Mayor of the Auto-da-fes 
and bullfights, and near the noisy Puerta del Sol. Below the building 
are vaxdted cellars and mighty passages dating from an older age. 

The Ministry is dignified, chilly, and unfriendly, with its stones, 
which seem to sweat dampness on rainy days, and the heavy iron bars 
before its windows. The cellar vaults once belonged to the jail of the 
Royal Court. Second-rate sculptures made by artists whom the 
Spanish State subsidized stand stupidly and incongruously around 
the courts. 

Ilsa and I inst^ed ourselves in one of the small rooms. The censor- 
ship moved back to its old quarters, and Rubio Hidalgo’s office was 
opened for formal occasions, but hardly ever used. It smelt stale. To 
save the journalists unnecessary trips through the spatter of shells, a 
kind of canteen was set up; orderlies brought food — ^poor food — ^from 
the Gran Via Hotel in a service car. Whenever the shelling moved 
near and thuds came from the Plaza Mayor there was the vault of 
the cellar staircase with fifteen feet of stone and mortar thickness 
above it, a perfect shelter. 

The noise and bustle of the transfer had torn me out of my daze. 
Away from the glaring facade of the Telefdnica I lost one of the 
elements of my obsession, but the others did not disappear with the 
move as I had secretly hoped. I went down to the Ministry library in 
the basement vaults and listened from there for the sound of lisa’s 
heels on the flags of the court. I forced her to stay within the building, 
but I could not force her to stay in my sight, because she had to do 
two men’s work to cover up the fact that I was not working. She was 
amused with the Ministry, content because the journalists seemed to 
like it, and busy making our small room liveable; she, and Agustfn’s 
steady, good-humoured common sense kept me from lapsing into a 
broody melancholy dangerously near to something worse. 

After a few days, when I saw I was not sleeping in the new place 
either, I asked the Ministry’s physician to examine me and give me 
some drug. He gave me a medicine based on morphine. Ilsa thought 
I should rather fight it out mentally, but she did not understand: I 
dmply could not sleep. That night I went to bed early, reeling with 
exhaustion and sleeplessness, and took the prescribed dose. 
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I sank down into a gulf. The outlines of the room dissolved. 
Agustin was nothing but a shadow moving against endless yellow 
walls which lost themselves in dark depths. The light was a faint glow 
which grew steadily more faint. My body lost the feeling of weight 
and I was floating. I slumbered. 

An infinite terror invaded me. Now, at that very moment, the 
shelling was going to start afresh. I would be tied to my bed, unable 
to move or to protect myself. The others would go down to the base- 
ment and leave me alone. I battled desperately. The drug had 
worked upon the motorial nerve centre and I could not move. My 
will did not want to submit, it did not want to sleep or to let me go to 
sleep. Sleep meant the danger of death. My brain sent out urgent 
orders: move— jump out of bed — ^speak — scream! The drug held its 
own. I was shaken by waves of deep-seated nausea, as if my entrails 
had torn loose from me and were moving furiously, with hands, claws 
and teeth of their own. 

Someone was speaking close above my head, trying to tell me 
something, but it was too far away, although I saw the shadows of 
enormous heads looming. I was being hurled into bottomless pits, 
falling into voids, with a horrible pressure in my stomach, and at the 
same time trying to push upwards and to resist the fall and the crash 
at the invisible bottom of the abyss. I was being dismembered; my 
limbs were converted into a shapeless, woolly mass and then became 
invisible, although they were still there, and I was trying to recapture 
those arms and legs, those lungs and bowels of mine which were dis- 
solving into nothingness. Phantasmagoric faces and monster hands 
and floating shapes caught me, lifted me, dropped me, carried me 
hither and thither. And I knew that at that very moment the explo- 
sions would start again. I felt myself dying of disintegration of the 
body, with only an incommensurable brain left to pit all its energies 
against death, against the dissolution of the body to which it was 
attached. 

I have never been certain whether it was the threshold of death or 
madness at which I stood that night. Nor did lisa ever know whether 
she saw me drifting towards death or madness. 

Slowly my will was stronger than the drug. At dawn I was awake, 
covered with cold sweat, mortally exhausted, but able to think and 
move. There came a second wave of frenzy in the afternoon, when I 
rolled on my bed and fought to retain my senses while lisa, who 
dared not leave me alone, had to answer the questions of unfriendly 
Polish visitors — ^Alter and Ehrlich — by the table in our room. I saw 
their faces in distorted, leering shapes and tried not to cry out. It 
seems that I did moan, however. 
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The worst part of my experience, and of all the stages of experience 
through which the war shock took me, was that I was the whole time 
aware of the process and its mechanism. I knew that I was ill and 
what I had to call abnormal; my self was fighting against my second 
self, refusing to submit to it, yet doubting whether I had the strength 
to win my fight — and thus prolonging the struggle, I doubted 
whether that other self which produced the abject fear of destruction 
was not really right, and I had to suppress those doubts so as to live 
on among the others. 

When I got up and returned to work, I felt set apart from the 
others, who themselves appeared abnormal to me because they did 
not share my own anguish. I could not emerge from introspection, 
because I was forced to keep a conscious check on myself, and this 
constant self-observation made me observe the others in a new way. 

I lost my interest in the office work which the others carried on in 
set tracks and against a growing passive resistance from the head 
office in Valencia. What occupied me was how to understand the 
springs that moved other people in our war, and to understand the 
course of the war itself. 

It seemed to me that small, unreasoned and unreasonable things 
were dri\dng each individual to fight, things which stood for shape- 
less and deep emotions. A particle of palpitating grey matter had set 
off a hidden train of thoughts and emotions in me. What was it that 
set off others? Not what they said in well-ordered words. 

A few days after I had recovered from my nightmare ride, I wrote 
my first short story, about a Miliciano in a trench who stayed there 
because the Fascists had destroyed his wife’s sewing-machine, because 
he had to be there, and finally because a blindly hitting bullet had 
crushed a fly which he loved to observe on a sunlit spot of the para- 
pet. I brought it to lisa, and I saw that it struck her. If she had said 
that it was no good, I think I would never have tried to write again, 
because it would have meant that I was unable to touch hidden 
springs. 

But this was only a slight relief. I could not get away from the 
vision of the war with which I had risen from my stupor. Our war 
had been provoked by a group of generals who were in their turn 
manoeuvred by the sectors of the Spanish Right most grimly deter- 
mined to fight any development within the country, which might 
threaten the privileges of their caste. But the rebels had committed 
the mistake of resorting to outside help and of converting the civil 
war into an international skirmish. Spain, her people, and her 
Government no longer existed in any definite form; they were the 
objects of an experiment in which the States standing for international 
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Fascism and the State standing for Communism or Socialism took 
part, while the other countries looked on as vitally interested spec- 
tators. What was happening to us was a signpost for the future road 
of Europe and possibly the world. 

The spectator countries favoured one or the other of our two 
fronts; their ruling classes leaned towards the camp of international 
Fascism, a part of their working people and intellectuals leaned more 
or less clearly towards international Socialism. An ideological 
guerrilla warfare was going on in Europe and America. Recruits for 
the International Brigades came from all countries, and all countries 
refused to supply the Spanish Republic with the arms it needed. The 
avowed reason was to avoid an international war; yet some groups 
may have hoped that Spain would provoke war between Soviet 
Russia and Germany and many were curious to see the strength of 
the two opposing political ideologies tested, not in the field of theory 
but of arms. 

It seemed to me beyond doubt that the ruling groups of Europe 
expected to retain mastery of the situation after a defeat of Com- 
munism and a weakening of militant Fascism which could then be 
usefully exploited and handled by them. Thus it was part of their 
game to protect Fascism from the danger of finally losing its war in 
Spain, for Fascism was the lesser evil, or rather a potential boon. This 
meant non-intervention, and the surrender of the Republican 
Government into the hands of Soviet Russia, of the rebels into the 
hands of Germany and Italy, 

We could not win the war. 

The statesmen of Soviet Russia would not be so foolish as to carry 
their intervention to a point when it would mean war with Germany, 
in a situation in which Russia would be left alone and Germany 
enjoy the support of the ruling classes and of the heavy industries of 
all the other countries. Soon the Russians would have to tell us: We 
can’t do more for you, carry on as well as you can.” 

We were condemned in advance. And yet we were carrying on a 
ferocious fight. Why? 

We had no other choice. Spain had only two roads before her: the 
terrible hope, worse than despair, that a European War would break 
out and force some of the other countries to intervene against Hitler’s 
Germany, and the desperate resolution to sacrifice ourselves so that 
others should gain time for their preparations and so that one day, 
after the end of Fascism, we woidd have the right to demand our 
compensation. Iii any case we Would have to pay in blood, in the 
currency of a savage destruction of our own soil. It was for this that 
^ many thousands who faced death at the front were fighting with 
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a Credo and a political conviction, with faith, and with the hope of 
victory. 

When I had reached this conclusion, it was sheer intellectual tor- 
ture. I had nothing with which to soften it. I saw in mind the corpses 
piling up, the -destruction spreading without cease, and I had to 
accept it as necessary, as inevitable, as something in which I had to 
take part, although I lacked the consolation of a blind faith or hope. 
At that stage, it became more intolerable than ever to see that there 
was so little unity on our side. Among the leaders of the struggle, the 
ideal to save the Republic as the basis for democratic growth had 
evaporated; each group had turned monopolist and intolerant. For a 
short time I had forgotten the atmosphere there was away from the 
front of Madrid. Now came the news of street fighting among anti- 
Fascists in Barcelona. The civil servants sent back to Madrid from 
Valencia were very meticulous about their political label. We who 
had tried to carry on in the days of the November crisis were out of 
place, and it had become dangerous for us to vent our feelings. 

But there were still many men like Angel and the shy, gawky 
Milicianos he brought to the Ministry to see lisa and me, boys who 
clutched a pitiful bunch of rosebuds in their fingers, who had come 
from olive-fields and brick-kilns to fight for the Republic and wanted 
to hear me read Federico Garcia Lorca to them. There were the men 
I met when I took lisa to Serafin's tavern on quiet evenings, tired 
workers, fatalistic, grumpy, and unshaken. There was the girl who 
ushered people into her porter’s lodge during shellings because her 
grandfather had done so until shrapnel had killed him. 

I wanted to cry out to them and to the world. If I was to stay on 
fighting against my nerves and my mind, relentlessly aware of myself 
and the others, I had to do something more in this war than merely 
supervise the censorship of increasingly indifferent newspaper 
dispatches. 

So I continued to write, and 1 began to speak on the radio. 


VII. CRYING OUT 


M t the outbreak of the Civil War, Spanish radio stations, the 
/^semi-official ones as well as the numerous amateur trans- 
/ ^ mitters, had been commandeered by political groups and 
JL JLused for their propaganda, notsomuchof ageneral asdfa 
partisan and sectional character. The outcome was confusion and 
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muddle, less noted since few of the stations were at all audible 
abroad, and none in all parts of Spain. When the Government 
regained its hold on public life, it began by accepting this state of 
affairs as a lesser evil, but then, step by step, imposed its authority 
and ended by decreeing the cessation of all party stations and the 
functioning only of transmissions under official control. 

One morning, the State Controller of Transradio, the same shy, 
haggard civil servant who had made me shoulder his worries about 
radio-telegrams in the first days of the siege, turned up at the 
Ministry to confront me with a new puzzle. 

The Spanish State had a contractual right to use the short-wave 
station EAQ^, the transmitter of the Transradio Company, during 
certain hours every day. This service came under the authority of a 
Government Delegate, but the Controller did not know which was 
the competent Ministry. A small team of speakers had been broad- 
casting official communiques in Spanish, French, Portuguese, 
English, and German, and culled items from the Spanish press to 
compose their news bulletins. Since the beginning of the reorganiza- 
tion of broadcasting matters, however, the Government Delegate had 
failed to pay the speakers’ salaries, and by now only the Spanish and 
the Portuguese broadcaster were left to carry on. 

The Controller had officially nothing to do with the broadcasting 
side; but he was worried at this neglect of one of the best weapons at 
the disposal of the Republic, and he had discussed matters with the 
Workers’ Committee whose members felt as he did. Something had 
to be done, otherwise the only short-wave station of Madrid would 
close down so far as propaganda was concerned. The speakers could 
not weather it out any longer. The Portuguese was half starved any- 
how, and went about in shoes without proper soles. He, the Con- 
troller, had attempted to argue the case with one of the Junta’s 
secretaries in the Ministry of the Interior and with his own superiors, 
the postal authorities, but when they found that the EAQ, broadcasts 
were destined for foreign consumption they had lost any interest. At 
bottom, they thought foreign propaganda a useless luxury; they knew* 
nothing about it; and anyhow, the only official body concerned with 
foreign matters was the Foreign Ministry. The Foreign Ministry was 
in Valencia, and I knew, said the Controller, how impossible it was to 
get Valencia to do anything for and in Madrid. But now I was back 
in the Foreign Ministry. Would I do something? 

I was no less ignorant of the whole affair than the Controller. 
Miaja, as the Governor-General of Madrid, could have intervened, 
but I felt that it was futile to approach the General with this intricate 
problem. Yet I shared the Controller’s conviction that we had to act. 
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The only thing which occurred to me on the spur of the moment was 
that the Portuguese speaker might eat in our canteen and, if he had 
nowhere to go, sleep on a divan in one of the Ministry’s empty, dust- 
sheeted rooms. I asked the Controller to send me the Portuguese and 
promised to think over the entire problem. 

I was glad to be given something concrete with which to grapple. 
The censorship was running in settled grooves. lisa had the help of a 
new censor, the white-blonde Canadian girl Pat whom I distrusted. 
The head oflSce in Valencia, where Rubio had left the reins in the 
hand of his new assistant, Constancia de la Mora, was baulking our 
requests on behalf of the journalists with tiresome consistency. There 
were more visitors and more special correspondents on lightning trips 
to the Madrid front; Generi Goliev had been transferred to the 
Basque front. The shelling went on and on; and my nightmares 
lasted. 

The Portuguese Armando came to see me, slovenly, unshaven, a 
skeleton frame covered with twitching nerves, his clothes miserably 
frayed. His bony, hooked nose and the gapped teeth in his wide 
mouth did not matter; his eyes were alive and intelligent under a 
domed forehead and his hands long and slim, with terse, neat 
gestures. He spoke without pause of the political crimes being com- 
mitted out of indifference and corruption of the mind, and he caught 
my imagination with his picture of what could be done if the radio 
station were used for intensive propaganda directed to the Americas. 
When I broached his own situation, he countered all proposals with a 
savage pride: he wanted no alms, the salary for over three months’ 
work was due to him, and he had no cause to accept charity from 
anyone. If he starved to death, it would be a good, clear case of 
official sabotage. In the end Ilsa talked him round, and he joined me 
at the long table of our improvised canteen, where journalists and 
passing visitors ate together with the censors, dispatch-riders, and 
orderlies. 

It may have been because his burning, relentless, high-pitched 
indignation at things as they were coincided with my own frame of 
mind: we became friends. 

I learnt from Armando not only about the unexploited possibilities 
of the EAQ, station, but also about the need for a directing control 
and censorship of the broadcasts. It had happened before — and now 
I realized how — ^that journalists, whom we stopped sending off a 
piece of news because it was banned by Military Intelligence, pro- 
tested sharply and proved that the same report had gone out on the 
air for all the world to hear. 

Among the regular visitors to my office was a man I will caU 
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Ram6n, a Spanish journalist attached to Miaja’s headquarters and 
used by the General as a private secretary and publicity agent. I 
spoke to Ramon of the radio muddle, and he quickly understood that 
I thought Miaja ought to intervene, but did not know how to make 
him. Two days later Miaja sent for me, 

‘‘Now what’s this bloody story about the radio? You boys are 
always trying to drag nae into one of your messes. One day Fll chuck 
the whole damned bunch of you out.” 

Ram6n gave me an accomplice’s grin. After my simple explana- 
tion, the General wiped his eyeglasses sand called his secretary. 

“ Make out a paper thingammyjig for Barea. He’s in charge of the 
radio censorship now. And you know, my boy — ^you’re a sucker ! ” 

I started to tell him about foreign propaganda, the EAQ. station 
and its potential importance, but Miaja cut me short and Ramon 
produced a few bottles of beer out of the bedroom. A few days later, 
however, I was summoned again: the General gave me a “paper” 
with his signature, which made me his Commissioner at the EAQ, 
station, with full powers. 

My most urgent task was to find out which ofiicial department had 
to pay the speakers. I called in the Government Delegate — ^whom I 
had superseded — ^and asked him to render an account of his adminis- 
tration on the following day; he never turned up. The Workers’ 
Committee brought me a bundle of letters from sympathizers over- 
seas who had sent small donations of which there was no trace. This 
made it a matter for the police, and I handed it on; not however to 
my friends the Anarchists, for Pedro Orobdn had been killed by a 
shrapnel splinter and the tolerant, human, selfless leadership of his 
friend Manuel replaced by a new system, more impersonal and more 
political, under a young Communist. 

I still did not know which Ministry would pay the speakers and 
put up the money for the special valves bitterly needed by the 
station. Rubio Hidalgo, when I raised the point in one of our spora- 
dic telephone conversations, made it perfectly clear that he was 
annoyed at my having meddled with something outside my office. 
Broadcasting was a matter for the Propaganda Ministry which had a 
Delegate in Madrid, Don Jos6 Carreno Espana. I sent a memoran- 
dum to Don Jos6 and received no answer. 

At this, I called a council of war consisting of the Controller, the 
Workers’ Committee, and the two speakers. I told them that I had 
not yet solved the financial questionl I believed in the importance of 
their work. If they wanted to cease broadcasting in view of the difii- 
culties and the official neglect, I could do nothing. If they were will- 
ing to go on until I found a way out — ^which I thought I could find — 
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I would do my best. The speakers could eat in our canteen, since the 
food problem would otherwise be insoluble for them, and I would 
help with the programmes. lisa would find jfriends in the Inter- 
national Brigades to broadcast in foreign languages. 

They agreed to carry on, sceptically, yet too much in love with 
their station to let it close down. 

I solved the matter of the speakers’ pay by sheer chance. Garreno 
Espafia and I met in Miaja’s room, and the General presented us to 
each other. I said: “I’m glad to know you exist after all.” “How’s 
that?” Miaja grunted, and Don Jose asked the same in more 
elaborate words. “Because memos addressed to you seem to get 
nowhere.” Then, of course, the whole story came out; we all agreed 
that it had been an office blunder; the Madrid Delegate of the 
Propaganda Ministry declared that the commitment would be 
honoured, and I had made yet another firiend in ofiScial circles. . . . 

In those weeks, the Madrid front held little military interest, 
Hemingway had to find material for his articles by investigating the 
reactions of his friends in the bull-fighting world and by keeping in 
contact with the Russian colony in the Hotel Gaylord; when we 
stood in the ring of inane, marble statues in the Ministry court, his 
jokes told me how near he was to understanding Castilian double 
meanings — and how far, in spite of his obvious wish to speak to us 
man to man. Delmer (who was deeply annoyed because we failed to 
procure from either Valencia or from Garreno Espafia a permit to 
use his big camera) and Herbert Matthews visited the Aragon front 
anci came back disgusted with the sector held by P.O.U.M.units. 
Most of the correspondents only stayed on in Madrid because some- 
thing was bound to break, in their opinion. But what came was the 
coUapse of the northern front. 

We were self-centred in Madrid; we thought that the rearguard — 
the “rotten rearguard” — of Valencia and Barcelona belonged to 
another world which we did not even try to understand. But Bilbao 
was fighting, Asturias was fighting, and they seemed to belong to us. 
And Bilbao fell. 

I heard it first from foreign correspondents whose editors in 
London and Paris wanted them to rfeport on Madrid’s reaction to the 
news which had been broadcast firom the other side. We knew 
nothing, officially. Rumours had been going round, but there were 
strict orders to press and radio not to publish anything except official 
communiques; so far no communique had told the story of the fall of 
Bilbao, but many had spoken of its victorious drfenoe. This news 
policy was humiliating in its stupidity. I went to Miaja and stated mf 
conviction that this night’s broadcast to America would have to 
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■with the fact of Bilbao’s fall; if we wei'e going to be silent about it, it 
would hurt our moral standing more than the fall itself Miaja 
refused to make a decision: any order had to come from Valencia, he 
could not assume the responsibility and he did not know how to give 
the news. I suggested that I would write a talk on the subject and 
show it him before broadcasting. 

‘‘I can’t imagine how the devil you can put it so that it doesn’t 
hurt us,” Miaja said. ‘‘But you can write it by all means; there’s 
still time for me to tear it up and leave the Valencia people to 
cope.” 

I wrote a talk. As a device, it was directed to the blockade-running 
ship’s captain nicknamed Potato Jones, and it was merely a profes- 
sion of faith. It said that Bilbao had fallen, it explained what it had 
meant to our Spain and what it would come to mean again; that we 
were fighting on and that there was no time to weep for Bilbao. 
Miaja read it, thumped on his desk, and ordered me to broadcast the 
talk. He also rang up the only newspaper which was scheduled to 
appear the following day and told the editor to print my piece. In 
this form, Madrid read about Bilbao. 

That was the first time I spoke into a microphone. The engineers 
and guards of the building thronged the narrow room and I saw that 
I moved them. I had a lump in my throat and the feeling that here 
was a force entrusted to me. So I told the Workers’ Comnoittee that I 
would broadcast a talk every d^y after the news bulletins for Latin 
America, at a quarter past two in the morning. The speaker had 
announced me as “ An Unknown Voice from Madrid”, and I wanted 
this to remain my radio name. This was what I wanted to be. 

The day was burdened with double office work since I had to 
censor all talks broadcast from Madrid. I went through it mechani- 
cally, for ever listening to the thuds of shells. When the shelling came 
too near, I went down to the vkults of the library and wrote there. 
The new foreign journalists who came and went hardly ever became 
real persons to me. I remember the young Dane Vinding. He 
arrived with great plans, amusedly recalling that his father had fled 
firom Madrid during the November raids, and then came to ask me 
for shelter, a trembling wreck, ^ter seeing a little boy torn by a shell 
in the Gran Via. I spoke to him about myself, so as to give him a 
fellow feeling; but at his first sally into the streets he was caught in a 
shooting brawl in one of the cafes and, escaping, faced a phantom car 
of the Fifth Column, swishing past with a rattle of tommy-guns: I had 
to send him back to Valencia. I also remember the German Com- 
munist George Gordon, crippled and twisted by the Nazis in body 
and mind. He worked for Agence Espagne and quickly began to 
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agitate for people of a sterner political discipline to be put in mine 
and lisa’s places, when he found that we did not let him monopolize 
all scoops and influence our treatment of the journalists. I found him 
slimy, with a crooked mouth, a sliding glance, sidling movements, 
and no spontaneous warmth or interest; I imderrated him. From 
him and the circle of young foreign party workers he collected I 
turned more than ever to people I knew to be genuine. 

Torres, the printing worker who had founded the Popular Front 
Committee of the Ministry together with me, came to us with his 
difficulties. He had become secretary of the Communist cell, but he 
knew that he was ignorant and helpless and therefore submitted his 
political worries to lisa who, after conscientiously reminding him 
that she did not belong to the Party and was inde^ disapproved of 
by it, would explain to him what, in her opinion, he ought to do, and 
what the Party line would be. He never found it odd that he let him- 
self be guided by her, as long as it helped his work; he never admitted 
that he was acting against the discipline of his Party. But to me he 
came with other problems. He was married; he had not the courage 
to break away from it altogether as I had done, although he was 
unhappy and in love with another woman; he envied me; he wanted 
to speai of the relationship between men and women. Then again he 
told me of the Fifth Columnists he feared were among the bureau- 
crats of the Ministry. I contradicted him. There was nothing left in 
the building which could have been of interest to the enemy, and the 
people he suspected were scared elderly employees, faithful servants 
of the old ruling caste, such as the doorkeeper Faustino who greeted 
me with an obsequious bow and a bilious glance, but by no means 
dangerous. Then one day Torres arrived in great excitement and 
burst out: 

“Now there you are, you and your talk of harmless scared old 
men. ... In San Francisco el Grande, the Shock Police have caught 
one of them sending heliograph messages to the rebels in the Casa de 
Campo by tug^ng at the cord of a blind, and there was a pocket 
mirror tied to one of the slats, and that’s how he signalled news of 
troop movements on our side. If you’d seen the man I He was just like 
a wrinkled old bat. And you see, the worst of it is, the art treasure left 
in San Francisco el Grande is our responsibility — ^I’m one of the 
Controlling Committee — ^and we thought we could trust some of 
those bigoted old fools because they’ve looked after it so long. But you 
can’t trust anybody except our own people.” 

He pestered me to go with him and see the works <£ art still left in 
the old monastery which for half a century had been one of tim 
National Monuments. It was his responsibility before tibe peojde and 
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weighed upon him; but he wondered what I would think of it: was it 
really great art? 

I began to go out again and to teach myself to behave as every- 
body else did. In the night I would speak to the outer world as the 
voice of Madrid, so I had to be one of the people of Madrid. With 
lisa, I spent quiet hours in the back room of Serafin’s tavern while he 
told me stories of his street. He took me down into the pawnbroker’s 
cellar where he and his friends slept on empty wooden shelves, the 
shelves where pawned mattresses used to be piled, so as to be safe 
from shells. The women slept in the neighbouring cellar on camp- 
beds. But Serafin had a purple bruise on his forehead which never 
waned and was the butt of countless jokes: every time he jumped 
because of an explosion, he bumped his head against the upper shelf 
and every time he wanted to get out of his bunk to help clear up the 
mess left by a shell in the street, he bumped it too. His fear and his 
courage both gave him bruises. 

I told this story over the wireless, as I told the stories of street- 
cleaners watering Shell Alley and washing off dark trickles of blood, 
of tramway bells tinkling and giving me courage during raids, of a 
telephone girl crying until her eyes and nose were swollen, but stick- 
ing to her post while the window-panes were shattered by blast, of 
old women sitting and knitting under the porches of a front line 
village where Pietro Nenni took me in his car, of children picking up 
shell-fuses, still warm, in the street behind the Ministry and making a 
game of it. I believe that all the stories I wrote and broadcast at the 
end of a day in the bleak, echoing Ministry, were stories of ordinary 
people living in that mixture of fear and courage which filled the 
streets of Madrid, and its trenches. All their fears were mine, and 
their courage warmed me. I had to pass it on. 

Miaja had put a driver and a small car, one of the Italian Balillas 
captured after Guadalajara, at mine and lisa’s disposal for our broad- 
casting. After one o’clock, when the Press Censorship was closed, it 
took us through empty streets where sentries stopped us and asked for 
sign and counter-sign. The station was in the Galle de Alcald, in a 
tall building whose top floor had housed big, well-equipped studios- 
The shelling had made the upper floors uninhabitable, and an emer- 
gency studio and office had been installed in the basement. You 
walked down a small concrete staircase and found yourself in a dirty, 
narrow passage, dank and pervaded by the smell of the doorless 
lavatory which opened into it, exhibiting white tiles and dripping 
water pipes. The small cubicles ranged along the corridor had 
originally served to store coal; each had a grating set high in the wall 
and opening out into the street just above pavement level. One of 
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those coal cellars had been cleared out and converted into a studio 
by the simple means of army blankets strung up on the walls for 
sound-proofing. It held a gramophone turntable, a small switch- 
board and a suspended microphone. 

The coal ceEar next door had been turned into the ofiice. It had 
half a dozen chairs and two huge, old, ink-stained desks. A big iron 
stove in the middle was kept burning even on the hottest summer 
nights, because the cellars sweated dampness. Thus the room was 
filled with steam, thickened and coloured by tobacco smoke. The 
passage and the empty cubicles were littered with pallets stuffed with 
esparto grass. There slept the family of the concierge, the engineers, a 
few employees of the company, the messenger boys, the militiamen 
posted there, two Assault Guards, and an assortment of children who 
had nowhere else to go. Everybody talked and shouted, the children 
squeaked, and the concrete walls resounded. Sometimes it was neces- 
sary to cut the transmission for a moment and to shout for silence, 
with a couple of curses to lend force to the command. 

At the far end of the passage a round hole opened, like a well shaft; 
a winding iron stair led into a cellar hole, ten feet square and of solid 
concrete, where my fiiend the Controller had his office. Under the 
green glow of the lampshade he looked like a ghost, with his thin 
frame and loose clothes, and the sudden silence behind the thick 
walls made you feel as though you had descended into a tomb. There 
we would sit with the Secretary of the Workers’ Committee, a spare 
man firom the Mancha with jutting cheekbones and small, glinting 
eyes, and plan our programmes. There we would read the first letters 
addressed to the ‘‘Voice of Madrid”. One was from an old Spanish 
miner in the United States. He said — and I think I remember the 
exact words of his utterly simple letter: “When I was thirteen I went 
underground to dig coal in Penarroya. Now I am sixty-three, and I 
am still digging coal in Pennsylvania. I am sorry I cannot write 
better, but the Marquess and the priest of our village did not grant us 
any schooling. I bless you who are fighting for a better life, and I , 
curse those who do not want our people to rise.” 

While I read my nightly talk, the entire population of the basement 
used to assemble in the blanketed studio. The men seemed to feel that 
they had a share in my broadcasts, because I spoke their language, 
and they were possessively critical of them. The control-room engineer 
in Vallecas made a point of ringing me up and telling me whether I 
had once again been too soft for his taste or not. The simplest among 
the men had a predilection for biblical denunciations of the powers of 
evil on the other side; some of the workers were shocked and fasci- 
nated by the harshest pieces of realism I wrote; the employees found 
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my style too uncouth and devoid of rotund, polished passages, not 
literary enough; most of them were astonished that they could follow 
every sentence easily, without intellectual stumbling. I had no theory; 
I was fumbling to express what they dimly felt, in the clearest pos- 
sible language, and to make people overseas see below the surface of 
our struggle. 

The man whose reactions were most illuminating to me was the 
sergeant in command of the Shock Police post at the Ministry. He 
held himself at my disposal with the unquestioning loyalty of a 
henchman, following the orders of his predecessor who had stood by 
me on November the 7th. Convinced that I was a worth-while 
target for the Fifth Column, he refused to let me out of his sight after 
dark and accompanied me to the radio station with a silent, child- 
like pride. There he would stand in a corner, towering above the 
others, and blink when he was touched. His face was flat and rugged, 
as though carved out of a weather-beaten stone slab, and his eyes 
were pale. After a few weeks of listening to my broadcasts he entered 
my room, gulped, blinked, and handed me a few sheets: he had 
written down the bad things he had done and seen being done in his 
years of service in the Army and the Civil Guard. Now he wanted me 
to turn his story into a broadcast, as an atonement to the people. His 
handwriting was much like the old miner’s who had written from 
Pennsylvania. 

The new Republican Government under Dr. Negrin had been in 
office for some time. Negrin himself had made his first, grimly sober 
broadcasts; Indalecio Prieto was rumoured to have cleaned up the 
General Staff; Army discipline was being tightened up, the Party 
character of the units reduced, the role of the Political Commissars 
restricted. There were troop movements on the sectors west of Madrid, 
the roads from the coast saw a constant flow of war material, many 
more new fighter planes were flying overhead, war correspondents 
arrived from Valencia. I was given a series of stringent orders by 
H.Q.: Prieto was in the town, but his stay was to be kept secret; as 
soon as the operation started, no reports other than the war com- 
muniques were to be passed by the censorship; private as well as 
diplomatic telegrams and radio messages were to be held up for 
several days; correspondents were not allowed to go to the front. 

Offensive operations began in a broiling July heat. The Lister, 
Campesino, and International Brigades were in action. The battle 
for Brunete was joined. The Republican thrust, supported — ^for the 
first time — ^by successful air operations, gained ground due west of 
Madrid in a bid to cut the enemy’s lines, turn his flank and force an 
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evacuation of his positions in the University City. But then the offen- 
sive was halted; in spite of their remarkable technical improvement^ 
our forces were too weak to increase their pressure before the enemy 
had time to bring up reinforcements. After the advance came a 
reverse; Brunete and Ojnijorna, taken at great cost, were lost again 
and wiped out in the process. 

Torres and I climbed the crooked, cobwebbed stair to the western 
turret of the Ministry. Through the skylight we looked down on the 
chess-board of slated roofs and on the vast battlefield. Far away in 
the plain, too far for our eyes to make out any detail, was a mass of 
smoke and dust, split by flashes, and from its dark base an immense 
smoke column rose into the bright sky. The war cloud heaved and 
quivered, and my lungs trembled with the vibration of sky and earth. 
Fine dust floated from the old beams of the turret, clearly visible 
against the light that came through the panes. Down on the Plaza de 
Santa Cruz people were going about their affairs, and on the roof 
opposite a black-and-white cat sat down by a chimney, stared at us, 
and began to slick its ears. 

A sick feeling crept from my stomach into my mouth. There, below 
the apocalyptic cloud, was Brunete. In my mind, I saw the dun- 
coloured village, its mud walls whitened with chalk, its miry pond, 
the desolate fields with their dry, bleached, stone-hard clods, the 
merciless sun of the threshing floors, the powdered wheat chaff sting- 
ing one’s throat. I saw myself as a boy walking down the village 
street, the Madrid Road, between my Uncle Jos6 and his brothers, 
he in his town suit and they in their corduroys, but all of them carry- 
ing their smell of dry earth and sweat dried by sun and dtist; for even 
after many years in town, my Uncle Jose still had the skin and smell 
of a peasant from Dry Castile. 

T^e, behind that dark, flashing cloud, Brunete was being killed 
by clanking tanks and screaming bombs: its mud houses crumbled 
in dust, the mire of its pond spattered, its dry earth ploughed up by 
shells and sown with blood. It seemed to me a symbol of our war: the 
forlorn village making history by being destroyed in a clash between 
those who kept all the Brunetes of my country arid, dry, dusty, and 
poor as they were, and the others who dreamt of transforming the 
dust-grey villages of Castile, of all Spain, into homesteads of firee, 
clean, gay men. It was also a personal thing to me. The soil of Brunete 
held some of the roots of my blood and of my rebellion. Its harsh, dry 
heritage had always battled within me against the joyful warmth I 
had received, as a legacy, in the other stream of blood from that 
other village of my youth: Mentrida with its wine lands, its green 
meadows, its slow-running river between reeds — M6ntrida, a speck 
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out there in the plain, far from the sinister cloud, yet in the bondage 
of the men who were turning the fields of Spain into barren waste. 

In the night after that day, I cried into the microphone what I had 
felt in the tower facing the front. 

The journalists, so close to the focus of the war and yet unable to 
report on it, were persistent and angry. They all sent out air force and 
army communiques, but they quarrelled with me, and I quarrelled 
with them, because I stuck to orders and did not let them say more. 
At the start of the offensive, the precautions were clearly necessary. 
The radio-telegrams which the Controller put on my desk, and which 
we delayed four days, inclided a good many messages that sounded 
highly suspicious; the German agent Felix Schleyer, still administra- 
tor of the Norwegian Legation, produced an outburst of private tele- 
grams; an astonishing number of people with an impeccable diplo- 
matic address had developed family trouble. Yet once operations 
were in full swing, I thought it in our own interest to let the journal- 
ists send out reports of their owm. I went to Prieto in the General 
Staff, and after a heated discussion obtained a relaxation of the 
rules. 

Yet my relations with the journalists had suffered under our 
mutual irritation; they noted that requests for permits, which had 
been so quickly dispatched before, were being delayed, and had little 
idea of the struggle between our office and the reborn bureaucracy 
which lay behind it. To them I was the source of the trouble, and I 
did not even try to undeceive them or to soothe them down, although 
I knew that they raised complaints with Prieto and the Valencia 
office, and that the Valencia staff, at least, was not displeased with 
this fact. George Gordon came back from a trip to Valencia, 
shrouded in political importance, and I went out of my way to be 
more than usually rude to him. Rubio Hidalgo appeared for half a 
day, insisted that the temporary contract ydth the girl Pat should not 
be prolonged because she had passed a dispatch calling Prieto the 
“roly-poly’^ Minister (which in his opinion was against the national 
dignity), expounded a plan to instal a Spanish journalist, mainly 
known for his feud with The Times correspondent, as Madrid propa- 
ganda director for both press and radio, found me more refractory 
than ever, and worse than that when he hinted at the bad impression 
caused by my divorce and my relationship with lisa. 

It was evident that more than one campaign of a personal and 
half-pojitical kind was under way. I was too exhausted to care, or it 
may have been that I secretly welcomed them. 

When the offensive was over; my divorce in its final stage; the 
International Anti-Fascist Writers’ Congress, with its exhibition of 
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intellectuals posturing on the background of fighting Madrid and 
discussing the political behaviour of Andr6 Gide, over and done with, 
I fell into a stupor. 

Maria came once a week to threaten and implore me; I worked 
myself up into a state of rage, disgust, and dislike until I was able to 
be brutally frank to her. She never came again, but wrote anonymous 
letters. Aurelia’s mother, who recognized her daughter’s share of 
responsibility in the wreck of our marriage, formed the habit of visit- 
ing lisa and me regularly; when she first came, the employees of the 
Ministry watched through half-open doors so as not to miss a thrill- 
ing row, and when they found that the old lady was on affectionate 
terms with her ex-son-in-law’s future wife, it gave them an even more 
sensational, because more revolutionary spectacle. “ It’s still like in a 
foreign novel,” said the horse-faced censor to me. “ I wouldn’t have 
thought that Spanish people could behave like this.” I listened to 
everything and did little except write my broadcasts. 

At that time people who were no more than casual acquaintances 
began to speak to me about my mistake in wanting to marry the 
foreigner instead of merely carrying on with her; so long as they 
believed that a Spaniard had ‘'conquered” a foreign woman, their 
male fellow-feelings had been tickled, but now they saw me breaking 
their whole code of behaviour and thought it morally wrong. It 
chimed in with Rubio’s hints and fiUed me with a weary loathing, an 
additional excuse to despise the whispers I caught about my growing 
slackness, my outbursts of anger, my insecure health. Those whispers 
almost pleased me and I courted them. Only when I saw how Ilsa 
was worried and harassed, and when Torres, or my old sergeant, or 
Agustin, or Angel, or the old friends in Serafin’s tavern showed 
their belief in me, did I shake myself into spasmodic action. 

While I was in the throes of this crisis, Constancia de la Mora came 
on her first visit to Madrid. I knew that she had virtually assumed 
the control of the Censorship Department in Valencia and that she 
did not like Rubio; that she was an efiicient organizer, veiy much a 
woman of the world who had joined the Left of her free choice, and 
that she had greatly improved the relationship between the Valencia 
office and the press; I was also aware that she must have found it 
irksome that we in Madrid invariably acted as if we were indepen- 
dent of their — of her — authority. Tall, buxom, with full, dark eyes, 
the imperious bearing of a matriarch, a schoolgirl’s simplicity of 
thought, and the self-confidence of a granddaughter of Antonio 
Maura, she grated on me, as I must have grated on her. Yet when 
she advised Ilsa and me to take our long-overdue and obviously 
much-needed holiday, I was prepared to trust her intention. I had 
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to relax and sleep; and I wanted to find out what the Valencia people 
meant to do with us. 

lisa was pessimistic. She had evolved a theory that we had become 
mere survivors of the revolutionary pioneer days, since we had failed 
to adapt ourselves to the changes in the administrative system. She 
was no more prepared than I to surrender her independence of 
judgement and her unbureaucratic ways, but she had begun to 
think that there was no room for them any more, and that I had out- 
grown my position — ^she knew that I had deliberately brought my 
insubordination, impatience and anger to the notice of the powers 
that be — ^as she had outstayed her welcome and usefulness as a 
foreigner without party backing. I brushed her apprehensions aside, 
not because I thought them wrong, but because I did not care if they 
were right. 

General Miaja asked me to arrange for an acting radio censor, 
gave permission to use the driver and car during our holiday as “ the 
only pay you’ll ever get for courting trouble”, and supplied us with 
safe-conducts firom and to Madrid. 

The road to Valencia was not the straight road across the Arganda 
bridge which we had travelled in January. We had to go a round- 
about route through Alcald de Henares, scaling bare red hills and 
returning to the hot, white road after weary hours. I slept most of the 
time on lisa’s shoxilder. Once our car stopped to give room to a long 
file of miserable, mangy, spavined mules, donkeys, and horses. Dust 
and flies were clogging the sores of the exhausted beasts which 
seemed to carry all the ills and evils of the world on their sagging 
backs. I asked the gipsy who squeezed past our mudguard: “Where 
are you taking this collection? ” 

“ Meat for Madrid. Give us a fag, comrade.” 

On the hills lavender was in bloom, a blue haze, and when we 
came down into the valley, the stream was edged with clumps of 
rose-red oleander. Then the hollow of Valencia wrapped us in moist 
and sticky heat, in noise and the smell of crowds. 

We reported to Rubio’s ofiice. He was devastatingly polite: “If 
you had let us know you were arriving this evening, we should have 
received you with flowers, lisa. . . . No, we won’t discuss shop any 
more. You go and have your rest — what’s your address? Altea? Very 
nice indeed— and don’t you worry about the Madrid office. We’ll see 
to evcrythiiig, you’ve done your bit.” 

After a fitful sleep in the steaming, mosquito-infested hotel room 
we escaped into the bright, hot morning. The town was gaudy and 
crowded. I left lisa to herself while I went to visit my children and 
speed up the final divorce formalities with the local magistrate. It 

264 



meant some greasing of palms; and it meant that I had to harden 
myself against the sense of the injustice I was inflicting on the chil- 
dren. I was astonished at being so callous. Aurelia was at the hair- 
dresser’s, and I had long hours alone with them. It would have 
pleased me to take my younger daughter with me, but I knew that 
no compromise was possible. 

On my return to town I found Ilsa at our meeting place in the 
caf6, talking gravely to the same police agent who had arrested her in 
January. He was a hulking man with a deeply furrowed, humorous 
face, who addressed me before I could say anything: ‘‘I’m sorry you 
were first with Ilsa, I’d have liked to try out my chances with her. 
Never mind, it’s because of her that I’m about to tell you something 
as a friend.” 

What he told us with a wealth of detail was that, according to his 
authoritative information, Rubio and Constancia had no intention of 
letting us go back to our posts in Madrid. Constancia had fixed my 
successor, a secretary to the League of Anti-Fascist Intellectuals 
recommended by Maria Teresa Leon. “You see, those Spanish 
women don’t like a foreign woman having so much influence. And 
then, they’re all new and eager party members.” There had been 
more than one complaint against us. Ilsa, for instance, had passed an 
article for the Stockholm Labour paper, which criticized the elimina- 
tion of the Socialist and Anarchist Trade Unions from the Govern- 
ment, and this was taken to be a pointer to her own political sym- 
pathies. Some of the German Communists working in Madrid (I at 
once thought of George Gordon) maintained that she was a Trot- 
skyite, but so far their camp 2 iign had been discredited by the 
Russians. lisa’s old enemy Leipen was bombarding the authorities 
with denunciations of her, in which he advised against letting her 
leave Spain, because she knew too many people in the international 
labour movement. Aurelia was filling the Ministry with abuse of Ilsa 
and myself whenever she came to fetch my salary, which I had trans- 
ferred to her and the children. We would do better, in sum, to set our 
own friends in motion and to cut our stay in Valencia short — ^it was 
not healthy for us. 

There was very little we could do on the strength of his confidential 
information. It all fitted, but how could we prove anything? How 
could we fight this combination of personal dislikes, political intrigues 
and the ineluctable laws of a state machine during a civil war? Del 
Vayo was no longer Foreign Minister; his successor, a politician of 
the Izquierda Republicma^ would not have known about us; it would 
have been childish to demand an explanation from Rubio Hidalgo, 
and I could not have trusted my self-control. We spoke to a few 

265 



people who were in a position to act, should we disappear without 
any trace. Our only way was to go back to our place in Madrid as 
soon as we had recovered some strength for the coming test. 

We went to Altea. 

The road along the rocky coast of Levante, the Costa Brava^ took us 
across terraced hills at the foot of the blue, barren mountains, 
through crumbling towns with resounding names — Gandia and 
Oliva and Denia and Calpe — through stony, herb-grown gorges and 
past whitewashed farms with an arched portico and curled tiles on 
their roofs. At the first vineyard I stopped the car. The old field- 
guard came, looked at the number plate, grumbled: “From Madrid, 
eh? How are things there?” and gave lisa a heap of golden-green 
grapes, a few tomatoes, and a cucumber. We passed through villages, 
bumping on the cobbles, and saw old women in black sitting on low 
stools outside the swinging bead curtains of their house door, by their 
side a box heaped with long bars of the greenish soap which country 
people of the region made of the residues of their oil-press and caustic 
soda. In Madrid there was no soap. 

By dusk we reached the little roadside inn at Altea, a white- 
washed, clean-smelling hall, dark polished dressers, rush-plaited 
chairs and a breeze from the sea. Our tiny bedroom was filled with 
the smell of the sea mixed with a scent of garden and freshly watered 
earth, but outside our window was nothing but a dark haze, water 
and air fused, a star-powdered blue-black sky above it, and a chain of 
gently swaying specks of light drawing away into the blue darkness. 
The men of Altea were out fishing. That niglxt I slept. 

Altea is almost as old as its hill; it has been Phoenician, Greek, 
Roman, Arabic, and Spanish. Its flat-roofed white houses, plain walls 
pierced by window-holes, climb the hill in a spiral which follows the 
mule-track with its age-polished, worn stone steps. The chtirch has 
a slender tower, the minaret of a mosque, and a blue-tiled dome. The 
women walking from their sildnt, dark houses down to the shore 
where the men are mending their fishing nets carry on their heads 
water pitchers of a light yeUow clay, with a swelling curve, a narrow 
base, a graceful neck, an amphora-shape of their own which the local 
pottery reproduces only for Altea after the ageless pattern. The 
ancient port is d^erted, but the lateen sails of the Altea fishermen 
still r^ach the African coast on fishing and contraband trips. Around 
ifee MU are olive and pomegranate groves, and terraces of cultivated 
land scooped out from the rock. The coastal road is new, and round 
it a new village has sprung up, wealthier and less soil-bound than 
the town on the hill, with a police-station, a few taverns and inns, 
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and the villas of rich people from the outside world. It has left the 
hill-town more secluded in itself than ever. After all the changes it 
absorbed it has become immutable. 

I felt the shock of this peace and immutability in my marrow. It 
made me sleep in the nights and think during the days. This place 
ignored the war. The war only served to increase the market value of 
its fishing hauls. Politics? Only a few young men with a bee in their 
bonnet had volunteered for the fight, and if age classes were being 
called up now, it was a cruel injustice. Politics and wars were always 
the same, a matter for a few politicians and a few generals quarrelling 
for power, each out for himself. There had been supporters of the 
Left and Right in Altea, there had been a few rows, but now every- 
thing was at peace. If the others, the Fascists, came, the people of 
Altea would go on just as they were now. Sometimes the sound of 
naval guns or of bombs was carried to the village by the wind. Then 
it was better not to leave the waters of the port, to leave fishing for 
another night. Prices were rising. 

A few miles firom Altea the war was knocking at the coast. On the 
Rock of Ifach, ‘‘Little Gibraltar^’, as it was called, there was a naval 
observation post in the ruins of the ancient watch-tower. Men' of the 
International Brigades, sent to the hospital of Benisa to recover from 
wounds and exhaustion, came every day in lorries to bathe in one of 
the three shallow, scalloped little bays at the foot of the rock. When 
we did not go to the African beach of Benidorm, with blue moun- 
tains and palm-trees and dung-beetles making their tracks in the hot 
sand, we went to the Rock of Ifach and stayed with Miguel, the 
tavern-keeper whom I called the Pirate, because he looked like the 
free, bold pirate of the tales. 

He sold wine in an open, reed-covered shack with long benches 
and plain trestle tables, protected from the glaring sun by plaited 
rush-curtains. He had seen shacks like that in Cuba, he said. His eyes 
were grey-blue and distant, and his skin golden. He was no longer 
very young, but he was strong and moved noiselessly like a cat. When 
we first came into the cool shade he looked us up and down. Then, as 
though conferring a favour, he brought us wine in a glazed jar and 
drank with us. He looked at Ilsa and suddenly offered her a packet of 
Norwegian cigarettes. Cigarettes were very scarce then. “You’re a 
foreigner. Good. You’re with us.” He stated it simply. Then he took 
us into the smoky kitchen to meet his young, dark-eyed wife and his 
litde son in the cot. A sturdy five-year-old girl silently followed each 
of his steps. His wife stood by the hooded fireplace and said nothing, 
while he explained: 

“ Look, this comrade here has come from far away to fight with us. 
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She knows a lot of things. More than I. I told you that women can 
know about things too, and that we need some of them.” 

But she did not like it, she looked at Ilsa with quiet hostility mixed 
with awe, as though she were a strange monster. 

He left the kitchen with xis, brought another jar of wine and sat 
down. ‘‘Look,” he said to Ilsa. “I know why you’ve come here. I 
can’t explain. Perhaps you can. But there are many like us in the 
world. We understand each other when we meet for the i&rst time. 
Comrades or brothers. We believe in the same things. I would know 
what you believed even if you didn’t speak a word of Spanish.” 

He drank his wine ceremoniously. ^^Salud! ” 

“ Miguel, what are you? ” 

“ A Soci^ist. Does it matter? ” 

“ Do you believe we shall win the war? ” 

“Yes. Not now, perhaps. What’s this war? There’ll be others, and 
in the end we shall win. There will be a time when all people are 
Socialists, but many will have to die before then.” 

I went to see him whenever I was cloyed with the drowsy peace of 
Altea. He never told me much about himself. He had gone night- 
fishing along these coasts with his father, in a boat with a lantern in 
the stern. Then he had gone to New York. He had been twenty years 
at sea. Now he had married because a man must sink his roots into 
the soil at some stage. He had what he wanted, and he knew what 
was wrong with the world. I was too tense, I ought to sit in the sun, 
fishing. He lent me a rod. That day — I caught a single blue-scaled 
fish — he himself cooked us a meal: a bucket of fish, fresh from the sea, 
glinting in the colours of the rainbow, were cooked until the water 
had sucked out their goodness; then he boiled plain rice in this juice 
of the sea. That was all. We ate it with gaiety and drank rough red 
wine. 

- “You learnt it when you were a pirate, Miguel.” 

“ There aren’t any pirates. 

The lorry load of men from the International Brigades arrived. 
Some had their arms and legs in plaster, some had half-healed scars 
which they exposed to the wind and sun, lying in the wet sand by the 
pale, over-scented sand-lilies. At noon, when the sky shimmered with 
heat, they stormed the shack and shouted for drinks and food. Miguel 
served them silently. If he had to keep them in order, he always had a 
strong curse in the right language ready. Later in the afternoon, the 
men were half drunk and started rows. A Frenchman was the 
noisiest. Miguel ordered him and his cronies out of the shack. The 
others left submissively, but the Frenchman came back and reached 
for his hip pocket. Miguel lunged, caught him and threw him 
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through an opening in the rush curtain as though he were a doll. 
An hour later he slouched in again. Miguel looked straight through 
him and said in a very low voice: Get out.” 

The man never came back. But a few tourists sitting at a small 
table had witnessed the scene. One of them, a woman with the face of 
a parrot, said as soon as the lorry had left: ‘'Now tell me, why are 
those foreigners here? They ought to have stayed at home. They’re 
having a racket at our expense.” 

Another woman who was sitting with her said: “But they helped 
us to save Madrid. I know it, I was there at the time.” 

“ So what? ” said the unfriendly woman. 

Miguel turned round: “Those men have fought. They’re with us. 
You’re not.” 

The husband of the parrot-woman asked hastily: “What do we 
owe you?” 

“NotHng.” 

“But we’ve had ” 

“Nothing.” 

They went away, cowed. A few old men from the small white 
houses by the beach had climbed up the road, as they did every 
evening. They sat down on low stools outside the rush curtain. Their 
glowing cigarette ends drew cabalistic signs in the dusk. ‘That war 
— they’ll come here too,” one of them mumbled. 

Miguel, his face lit by the flare of his match and turned to stern 
bronze, asked: ‘‘What would you do then? ” 

“What can an old man do? Nothing. I’d make myself so small they 
wouldn’t notice me.” 

“You can do nothing, if they really come,” said another. “They 
come and go, but we’ve got to stick it out here. . . . You know, 
Miguel, there are some people in Calpe who are waiting for the 
Fascists to come, and you’re on their black list.” 

“I know.” 

“ What would you do, Miguel? ” I asked. 

He took me with him to a shed behind the shack. There were two 
big drums of petrol. “When they come here,” Miguel said,“ nothing 
will be free. I’ll put my wife and the children in my boat and burn all 
this. And I shall light a fire on the rock where they used to have a 
beacon in old times, to tell the people along the coast to flee. But I 
shall come back one day.” 

In front of the dark, rustHng curtain, the burning cigarette ends of 
the old men were a chain of red points. Far out to sea, the lanterns of 
the fishing boats were a swaying chain of sparks. It was very still and 
down by the beach a fish jumped. 
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The next time I was about to visit Miguel, I received a registered 
letter; Rubio Hidalgo informed me that his department was granting 
lisa and me indefinite leave “for the benefit of our physical and 
moral recovery”, after which we would be used for work in Valencia. 
I had, however, taken away an official car of the department without 
a permit, which I ought to send to Valencia at once. I answered by 
sending in lisa’s and my own resignation from any war work in the 
Foreign Ministry; we were going back to the posts in Madrid firom 
which General Miaja had given us sick-leave; the car had been put 
at our disposal by the General and had nothing to do with the Press 
Department; we would not accept indefinite leave, because we did 
not intend to draw pay for work not rendered. 

I felt a bitter pain in the pit of my stomach. 


VIII. IN THE PIT 

B ack to Madrid. The dull ache which possessed me never 
lifted. 

As though to mock the war and those who were fighting it, 
the whole breadth of the Spanish landscape unfolded: salt 
plains by the shimmering Mediterranean; the palm forest of Elche in 
the noon haze; eyeless, blindingly white Moorish houses on the slope 
of bare yellow dunes, petrified in the shape of waves; gnarled oak and 
pine on rocky ridges, unbearably lonely under the infinite dome of 
the sky; a neat carpet of well-watered, green fields and garden plots 
spread out before the tall, squalid old houses and many squat church 
towers of Orihuela; a slow river, women beating linen on flat stones 
by the water; more desolate bleached hills with blue shadows in their 
sharp folds; the fiery depth of the sky turning into a soft blue glow; 
the emerald-green garden of the Murcian plain, with the basalt rock 
of Monteagudo soaring, fantastically, into an amber evening sky and 
holding up a many-towered, crenellated fairy tale castle; and then 
the city of Murcia itself, dingy baroque peaces and bazaar life 
wrapped in the warm, intimate dusk. 

The only beds we could obtain in the overcrowded hotel were 
camp-beds rigged up in an airless lobby. The three open galleries 
ru nn i ng round the huge stair-well were filled with the strident voices 
of women and drunken men. The restaurant was overflowing with 
soldiers, rich farmers, and food-racketeers; food and wine were excd- 
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lent and preposterously expensive. It was easy to place the Murcians 
who looked askance at the birds of passage: there were small groups 
of the old rural owner caste, uneasy, sullen, and silent; there was a 
self-confident majority of the tenants of old, men who had been 
cruelly exploited, but had themselves been wont cruelly to exploit 
their primitive farm labourers, and who now earned undreamt-of 
riches from the food ramp; and there were the workers, clumsy, 
noisy, boisterously showing off the freedom they had won and sport- 
ing the black-and-red scarves of the Anarchists so as to scare their 
hated former masters. There was an atmosphere of forced good cheer 
and underlying distrust, of electric tension and desperate enjoyment 
in the place. But the war was there only in the uniforms, and the 
revolution was there only in the deliberate exhibition of newly 
acquired affluence and power by those who had been the proletariat 
of wealthy Murcia. 

I hated the place; I think Ilsa was scared by it. We stayed no 
more than a couple of hours in the stench of our improvised bedroom, 
and left in the early morning. Hilario, our young driver, shook his 
head. This is a worse rearguard than Valencia. And the food they 
waste! But what can you expect of those treacherous Murcians any- 
way? For in the rest of Spain the people of Murcia have the reputa- 
tion of being crafty and treacherous. 

And on through the hills, long slopes covered with withered grass 
where sheep were cropping, on to the uplands of Castile. 

Great billowing clouds, sailing slowly to the cast, laid splashes of 
shadow on the bleak conical hills which rose out of the plain. There 
were no trees, few birds — ^black-and-white magpies and lonely 
cruising hawks — and no human beings. The plain was tinted yellow, 
dun, tawny, russet, umber, and elephant-grey, but rarely green. In 
that great field of loneliness I no longer wanted to shout or scream: 
we were too little. 

Past the ugly garrison town of Albacete, centre of war supplies and 
the International Brigades; barracks, stucco houses, dusty stunted 
avenue trees, military traffic, repair shops, refuse heaps. And then we 
were in Don Quixote’s Mancha. The white road fringed by telegraph 
poles cut an almost straight line through endless, undulating vine- 
yards; their black grapes were covered with thick white dust. A lime 
pit showed the shallow top layer of fertile, ashy-brown earth, no 
more than a foot deep, and the lifeless white chalk underneath. The 
sun burnt fiercely and my mouth was filled as though with dust and 
ashes. But there was no village and no wayside tavern for long hot 
hours. Then we reached La Ronda. It was market day. Straight- 
backed women in dusty, black cloth dresses were sitting, motionless, 
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behind boxes of cheap thread and buttons, or behind baskets of 
grapes. They all looked old before their time, yet ageless, burnt into 
likeness by the same pitiless sun, frost, and winds, made haggard and 
fierce by the same hopeless fight with the dry soil. On the back- 
ground of their discoloured mud-brick houses they were a fiieze in 
black, brown, and parchment-yellow. None of them seemed eager to 
sell. They did not deign to speak. Their dark, shuttered eyes followed 
Ilsa with a bitter interest. When we acquired a pound of the purple- 
black grapes from one of them, it seemed a victory over their hostile 
silence. 

I decided to take a secondary road from La Ronda to the Valencia 
trunk road where we would find a place to give us lunch. The Mancha 
was inhospitable. But after a mile our car floundered in deep, pow- 
dery white dust where the wheels did not grip; we had to slow down 
to five miles an hour. Now there was something simple and straight- 
forward which could be blamed for our misfortune: my stubbornness 
in insisting on the side-road against the advice of the driver. The 
three of xis broke out into childish jokes which showed how strong our 
feeling of depression had been. It seemed very funny to be slower 
than a cyclist wobbling in the deep dust. And then there were trees, 
pine copses which hid a field aerodrome with “ Moscas,’’ the small, 
fly-like fighter planes supplied by the Russians; and there was a litde 
river, and a mill, and fields. There was life. It did not matter that 
Hilario had to repair one of the springs in the village forge, after we 
had limped into Motilla del Palancar. I took Ilsa to the threshing 
floor where we saw the chaff eddying in the wind, and I took her to 
an old inn where they gave us eggs and bacon in a cool, flagged room 
with a hooded fireplace. The light fell through the inverted funnel of 
the chimney on to the clean brick hearth, and there were old red clay 
pitchers and jars on the wide mantelpiece. In the wagon-yard 
chickens were pecking grains. We stared at them: starved Madrid 
was so very near. 

A chain of tanks caught us and carried us on towards the city 
front. The Valencia road was blocked by two streams of military 
traffic, one coming and one going. It slowed us up. We spent a night 
in Saelices where we slept on feather mounds in high, old-fashioned 
beds whose linen had not been changed for months. The mutton 
stew they gave us was rank with grease. To make up for it, the inn- 
keeper presented Ilsa with an enormous tomato weighing weU over 
two pounds, the pride of his heart and, so he maintained, with a 
flavour better than cooked ham. Carrying the red, glistening ball, we 
entered the Ministry on the following morning. 

The pale, inhibited girl Rosario who had been appointed chief of 
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the Foreign Press and Censorship Department in my place was 
plainly embarrassed to see us, but she was courteous and tried to be 
helpful. Once again, people stared at us from behind half-open oflSce 
doors. Old Llizo came bravely to tell me how sorry he was that our 
common work, begun on that unforgettable November the 7th, had 
ended; he would never change towards me or lisa ‘"who had made 
the censorship an office of diplomatic importance”. My old sergeant 
wrung my hand and muttered something about what he would like 
to do to those bastards, and so forth; he remained at my orders. Yet I 
could not delude myself into underrating our quandary. Agustin 
turned the key in the lock of our room. “ I’ve had to keep it locked 
the last few days — ^Rubio wanted to throw out your things just like 
that. There was a story they gave out that the police had arrested you 
because you had absconded with the car. None of them thought you 
would come back to Madrid. Now the girl’s ringing up Valencia to 
tell them you’re back, and you’ll see: they won’t let the journalists 
speak to you, much less to lisa.” 

I reported to General Miaja: we would resume our job with the 
radio, but we were no longer employees of the Foreign Ministry. I 
told him the story of the car which had been meant as a trap for me. 
Miaja grunted. He disliked the whole muddle. I had better take care 
of what those fellows in Valencia would do next: “We in Madrid are 
only muck to them, my boy.” It was all right about the car, we would 
have to go on using it as long as we did night work at the radio. And 
there wouldn’t be any trouble about the radio — ^yet. He would tell 
Carreno Espana. But it might be wise if I got the new Civil Governor 
of Madrid — “Yes, my boy, I’m no longer Governor-General, and 
glad I am to get rid of all that trouble” — to endorse me as chief radio 
censor. People were getting damned formal these days; that girl 
Rosario — not much to look at, is she? — ^had been accredited to him 
and the Civil Governor and Carreno Espana, and the devil knew 
whom with all sorts of pomp and circumstance, and she would have 
every facility for which I had shouted in vain, just because her 
official papers were beautifully in order. Journalists would find that 
she could get things done for them. I should have a look at things and 
get wise — I could ever get wise. But I wouldn’t. 

I had a drink with Miaja after his sermon and left him with that 
cold, nauseating lump in the pit of my stomach. Yes, our position 
was extremely precarious. I was still Radio Censor of Madrid and 
Commissioner of the EAQ station by Miaja’s order, but obviously 
Miaja himself did not think that his orders would stand very much 
longer. The fact that I received neither salary nor fee would pro- 
bably give me some more time in which to go on working. But no- 
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body would back me. lisa was nothing but my voluntary helper in 
languages I did not understand, with Miaja’s knowledge, but with- 
out any appointment. She, too, would be left to carry on the work she 
had begun, the organization of foreign language broadcasts to the 
Americas, until the moment when one of the Ministries decided to 
turn it into a paid job. I might go to the new Civil Governor of 
Madrid. But I had no stomach to beg for a favour where I had 
created something in which I believed and which was already bear- 
ing fruit. Hundreds of letters from overseas were waiting for the 
‘‘Unknown Voice of Madrid”, some of them abusive, many naive, 
and many touching; all of them showed that those people were listen- 
ing avidly to something personal and human, off the beaten track. I 
was convinced that I had chosen the right way of speaking to them. 
But I was determined not to move a finger for myself. If “they” — ^all 
those people who were going in for a new formal bureaucracy — ^had 
so little interest in the essence of the work, they would do better to 
push me away, as they had pushed away Ilsa and me from the 
censorship. 

I did not speak to anybody more than I could help, and I did not 
make it easy for anybody to help me. On the day after our arrival, 
we moved into the Hotel Victoria on the Plaza de Santa Ana, where 
the Propaganda Ministry had reserved a number of rooms; while we 
did a fill-time job for them (and immediately after our return the 
work piled up for both of us) they would have to pay our expenses in 
place of any other compensation. As there was no radio censorship 
office, I stayed in a small unused room of the Foreign Ministry, 
waiting for an official instruction to clear out, which was never given; 
very unwillingly, Rosario told me that Ilsa and I would have to 
continue the radio censoring there for the time being. She did it 
reluctantly, because our mere presence in the building created a 
difficulty for her. The veteran correspondents, most of whom had 
been absent at the time of otir leave and dismissal, were too experi- 
enced in their trade not to keep on the best of terms with the new 
authorities, but they stiU sought out Ilsa, as a colleague, to discuss 
news with her; the censors still asked our advice when nobody 
observed them; we still took over foreign guests from Rosario, when- 
ever a short-wave broadcast had to be arranged. It was a division 
between official and intellectual authority which was hard to bear 
for both sides. 

Rosario did her best to fit me into a secure place; she took me to a 
banquet given by the Civil Governor, expecting me to settle the 
matter of the radio censorship with him so that he should find a 
proper office for me, away from the foreign press. I had been to the 
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front of Carabanchel the day before, I believe, and I had been fight- 
ing the old bitter nausea mounting in me every time the exploding of 
a shell had shaken the Ministry; my brain was on fire and I bitterly 
hated the well-behaved crowd moving decorously from the bar to the 
side-tables. They were all so anxious to shed the last odour of the 
rude, lousy, desperate rabble which had committed so many atro- 
cities and, incidentally, had defended Madrid when the others left it. 
The Civil Governor was a well-meaning, well-fed Socialist, evidently 
prepared to meet me half-way when Rosario introduced me. But I 
did not want to be met half-way. I gulped down a few glasses of 
wine, but they neither warmed nor cooled my overheated mind. 
Instead of explaining about the radio censorship, I burst into a loud, 
incoherent, desperate harangue, in which I mixed the rats I had seen 
in a trench of Carabanchel, and the stupid, simple people who 
believed that the war was fought for their future peace and happi- 
ness, with accusations agaimt sated, reactionary bureaucrats. I 
wanted to be impossible’’. I was impossible. I belonged to the im- 
possible, intractable people, and I did not belong to the hedged-in 
administrators. Whenever I met lisa’s anguished eyes I shouted more 
loudly. I felt that I might cry like a hurt child if I stopped shouting. 
It was soothing to know that I had broken my own neck, and not left 
it to others. 

Then, at a quarter-past two in the morning, I went to the micro- 
phone in the blanketed cellar room and described the trench in Cara- 
banchel which our men had wrested from the Civil Guards, the 
stinking shelters through which Angel had guided me, the rotting 
carcass of the donkey wedged in between burst sandbags, the rats and 
lice and the people who fought on down there. The secretary of the 
Workers’ Committee, that acidulous man from the Mancha (I 
thought of the gaunt, black-dressed women in the market square of 
La Ronda), smiled thinly and said: ‘‘To-day you’ve almost made 
new literature.” My old sergeant blinked and snufiied, and the 
engineer of the Vallecas control room rang to say that for once I had 
spoken as if I had guts. 

I felt hilarious and triumphant. When we emerged into the starlit 
night, its stillness punctuated by shell thuds, our car would not start; 
and the four of us, the sergeant, Hilario, Ilsa, and I, pushed it down 
the deserted slope of the Calle de Alcald, singing the refrain of 
La Cmarachai 

La cucaracha^ la cucaracha 
Ya mpuede cawimr^ 

Porque la faltan^ porque la faltan 
Las dos pcdxLS de airds . , , 
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The poor old cockroach, the poor old cockroach 
Can no longer walk or run. 

For her two hindlegs, for her two hindlegs 
Are for ever lost and gone ! 

There were nights when the success of an ambitious feature broad- 
cast or of a new series of talks in English or Italian made me believe 
for a short while that we would be allowed to carry on with work 
which was so clearly useful. Garreho Espaha agreed to cover our 
basic living expenses and to let the Portuguese Armando eat in the 
Hotel Victoria as well, since he had no home and found it impossible 
to cater for himself. Bread was very scarce in Madrid at that time. 
Thin slices of bully-beef were the best fare the hotel could provide; 
on the rare occasions there was meat it made me think of the diseased 
mules and donkeys on the Valencia road: “ Meat for Madrid.” 

But in the Ministry, during the brief hours when we worked there 
to censor radio talks, the air was laden with tension. 

Torres, faithful and worried, reproached us with having missed the 
right moment to convert ourselves into regular civil servants and 
employees of the Ministry, with full trade union rights; he began to 
throw out dark hints of threatening dangers. The sergeant, like a big, 
clumsy dog, did not know how to express his allegiance; one day, he 
arrived with a solemn invitation from the Shock PoHce barracks, 
took us religiously through every room and workshop there and filled 
lisa’s arm with a sheaf of tall snapdragons, yellow, salmon, and 
scarlet. He, too, warned us of vague and sinister plots. Llizo, the 
white-haired censor, tried to teach lisa the Andalusian way of play- 
ing the guitar and apologized for not being able to be with us more 
often, as this displeased his chief. 

George Gordon came, swaggering, and told me — ^his Spanish was 
very good — that I might be permitted to keep the radio if I ap- 
proached the Party in the right way, but he rather thought it was too 
late; we had played a lone hand too long and this was a thing liable 
to be misconstrued — or perhaps to be correctly interpreted. Young 
Pat, the Canadian for whom lisa had fought tooth and nail, much 
against my feeling and advice, at a time when the girl had been job- 
k®s and in difficult straits, manoeuvred not to see us when we passed 
iier. The Australian wife of our English radio announcer, a young 
Communist whom Constancia had sent from Valencia at our request, 
was at least honest; she made it clear that, to her, we were dangerous 
heretics or lepers. The more experienced among the correspondents 
were perturbed but not particularly surprised at seeing us in dis- 
grace; things of the sort were happening all the time. Some of them 
asked lisa to do journalistic work for them, which helped us finan- 
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daily, and most of them were more personally fnendly than they had 
ever been. Ernest Hemingway, back in Madrid, said with a worried 
frown: ‘'I don’t understand ^e whole thing, but I’m very sorry. It 
seems a bloody mess.” He never changed his behaviour towards us, 
which was more than could be said of many lesser people, Spaniards 
and non-Spaniards. A tight net was closing in on us, we knew it, and 
had to keep still. 

In the end, after weeks of a muffled, intangible warfare, an 
English correspondent who felt under an obligation to lisa — ^for in 
the early days she had risked her position to defend him against 
political accusations which might have had serious consequences for 
him — told her in so many words what was going on: George Gordon 
was asking the other journalists not to have any dealings with us 
because we were suspect and under police supervision. The story he 
had told uninformed foreign visitors so as to keep them effectively 
apart from us (it was my impression that Tom Driberg had been one 
of those warned off) had lurid features: according to it, lisa was 
either a Trotskyist and therefore a spy, or had committed imprudent 
acts, but anyhow she would shortly be arrested and at the very least 
expelled from Spain, while I was so deeply entangled with her that 
during my broadcasts the transmission was cut and I was speaking 
into a disconnected microphone without knowing it. 

Not even the ludicrous character of those details could diminish 
the reality of our danger. I knew only too well that, if some people 
belonging to foreign Communist groups wanted to get rid of lisa for 
personal or political reasons, they would join forces with those 
Spaniards who rightly or wrongly hated me, and through them 
would find means to make use of the Political Police. 

In those days, the shelling of Madrid grew in intensity after a slack 
period. There was a night when eight hundred shells were reported 
by the Fire and Rescue Services to have fallen in ten minutes. The 
bitter juice of nausea never left my mouth; but I did not know 
whether it was produced by the recurrent nervous shock which I had 
only partly under control, or by my despairing, helpless anger at the 
thing that was happening to us. Again I felt ill, afraid of being alone 
and afraid of being in a crowd, forcing lisa to go down to the shelter 
and hating the shelter because down there you could not hear the 
sound of explosions, only feel their tremor. 

And I did not know how to protect her. She was very quiet, with a 
fine-drawn face and big, calm eyes which wounded me. Matter-of- 
fact and in possession of all her cool power of analysis as she was, I 
saw her stretched on the rack. But she did not say so. That was tibe 
worst^ 

All her friends tried to show her that she was not alone, Torres 
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brought a young couple to keep her company in the evenings, a 
captain in a Madrid regiment and Luisa, his wife, organizer of the 
district branch of the Anti-Fascist Women’s League. The girl, lively 
and eager to learn, was happy to speak to another woman without 
the undercurrent of envy and jealousy which poisoned her friendship 
with Spanish girls of her age, and Ilsa was glad to help her by 
answering and listening. Luisa had organized a sewing and mending 
workshop at the regimental headquarters and suffered tortures when 
she saw her husband flirting with a pretty girl there. She was caught 
between the new rules of conduct and the old, half thinking that, as a 
male, her man had to play the game with other females and half 
hoping that he and she might be complete friends and lovers. The old 
women of her tenement house told her that her husband did not love 
her, since she was allowed to go out alone to her meetings in the 
evenings; and Luisa never knew whether they were not somehow 
right. ‘‘But I can tell you — a Spanish woman would try to take him 
from me — I’m sure he loves me. And he wants me to work with him. 
It does happen. Arturo loves you, doesn’t he? ” And she looked hope- 
fully at Ilsa. 

In the empty afternoons, Ilsa played songs for the hotel waiters 
and for me. She had an untrained, husky voice, deep and soft when 
she did not strain it, and I liked her singing Schubert. But the Anar- 
chists among the waiters were happy when she played their fighting 
song, after the Republican anthem and the Internationale. When we 
sat in the dining-room, the waiters brought us their stories about the 
new-comers. I remember an American delegation which caused a stir 
because one of the women — the humorist Dorothy Parker — ^sat at 
table in a cyclamen-coloured hat shaped like a sugar loaf, surely the 
only hat worn in Madrid that day. The waiter came and whispered: 
“What d’you think’s the matter with her so that she can’t take the 
thing off? Perhaps her head is shaped like a cucumber.' , . 

But the days were long. The radio work Ilsa still had to do could 
not fill them, nor did it exhaust her energy. She began to translate 
some of the talks I had written; she collected propaganda material; 
she still furnished the many joxirnalists who came to see her with side- 
lights on events or with a vision of political developments. It seemed 
impossible for her not to exert this intellectual influence in some form 
or other, but it recoiled on her. Gut off from the censorship, shunned 
by those who were afraid of catching the infectious disease of dis- 
favour, she stiU had a hold on foreign propaganda from Madrid 
which remained no secret. 

Torres brought me a message from a friend who was a Shock 
Police captain in the political branch of the police: he offered me a 
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bodyguard, one of his own young men, to watch over lisa because 
otherwise she might be arrested on some pretext and taken for a ride. 
The captain, whom I then met for the first time, was a Communist; 
the young policeman, who from that day accompanied lisa when she 
went out alone, and stood on guard outside the hotel when she was 
indoors, had also joined the Communist Party. Both appeared deeply 
incensed at the thought that by means of complicated intrigues, a 
few Foreigners and a few fascist^minded bureaucrats”, as they put it, 
were trying to harm somebody who had passed the great test of 
November 1936 in Madrid, whether as a member of the Party or 
not. It was curious to see how the growing dislike those men felt for 
‘‘interfering foreigners” melted away in her case, because they were 
bound to her by the overpowering common experience of the early 
defence of Madrid. 

It was so bitter having to accept the bodyguard that it did not bear 
discussion. It was worse to think of the possibility which we were 
trying to forestall, I fought not to think of it; I could not longer talk 
openly to Ilsa, because I could not let her see my whole fear. And she 
kept quiet, quieter even than before. Anger and hot despair choked 
me. When she walked off with young Pablo, the guard, talking about 
John Strachey’s book on Fascism which she had lent him in the new 
Spanii^h translation, I felt easy in some part of my mind. He was 
willing to fight for her. But then it all came back, the whole cruel 
senselessness of it. 

What coizld I do? I tried to do something. I went to Miaja; but he 
only explained that nobody had anything against me personally, 
while there were people who had their knife into Ilsa, and I would 
doubtless be promoted and protected if I were no longer mixed up 
with her. Further he did not dare to go openly. I went to see Antonio, 
my old friend, who was by then a great man in the Provincial 
Secretariat of the Communist Party. He was profoundly embarrassed 
and muttered something about the time I had kept him hidden in my 
flat to save him from prosecution. He was still my friend, so — ^frankly, 
why had I obtained a divorce? Was it necessary? I had always 
arranged my private life before. It wasn’t a good thing for somebody 
recommended by the Party for an important post such as the censor- 
ship. And as to that foreign woman — ^he didn’t know anything 
officially, but he had heard that some of the German comrades, or 
Austrian — anyhow, people who ought to know — considered her a 
kind of a Trotskyist, although it could not be proved because she had 
been too clever to commit any false move inside Spain. That was it, 
she was too clever for safety. I had been taken in by her. I ought to 
leave her; after all, she was only my mistress. 



I asked him whether this was the oflScial opinion of the Communist 
Party; he denied it anxiously, it was only his friendly advice to me. 
I sent him to hell, and was glad that I was able not to hit him. Later 
I realized that he had been bewildered, unhappy, and trying to be 
helpful in his stupid way, but at the time I did not think so. 

Up till then I had still found my refuge in the talks I broadcast 
night after night. In them I forgot the personal side of the matters 
which burnt in my brain, and spoke for the people I met at Serafin’s, 
in the streets, in the shops, in the little park of the Plaza de Santa 
Ana where not even the shells drove away the lovers, the old women, 
and the sparrows. But when the nights turned cool, on one of the first 
days of October, a man with a written instruction from the Valencia 
Propaganda Ministry was waiting for me in the office: he was the 
new radio commissioner and censor. And he was a German called 
Albin, very Prussian to my eyes, something like a Puritan inquisitor 
to judge by the expression of his bony face. To lisa he was barely 
civil; he just listened to her report on the foreign broadcasts which 
were scheduled, and turned away. His Spanish was halting and bare, 
but correct. Would I submit my next talk to him, please? I did, and 
he passed it. I broadcast two more before I asked him whether he 
expected me to go on. If he had said yes, I might have done it 
because my heart was in the work. But he told me coldly that it had 
been agreed to drop the talks by the ‘'Unknown Voice of Madrid’’. 

Some days later, two police agents came to search our room while 
Ilsa was still in bed. Pablo, her guard, came up at once and smartly 
told them that his department would see to it that we received fair 
treatment; they were guaranteeing us. The agents had brought along 
a sallow, gangling German boy who had to translate every scrap of 
paper written in French or German; while he was doing so he cast 
agonized looks at us, twisting his thin arms and legs in pitiful em- 
barrassment. The documents which illustrated nadne and lisa’s range 
of work during the first year of the siege seemed to impress and dis- 
concert the agents. They took some of my manuscripts, most of our 
letters, all photographs, and my copy of a Mexican fable — Rin-Rin- 
Renacuajoy the young tadpole, a poem which had pleased me when I 
heard it during the visit of a ddegation of Mexican intellectuals — 
because President Azana had nientioned “toads croaking in their 
pond” in a recent speech and the fable might contain a hidden poli- 
tical meaning. They also took a copy of Dos Passos’s Forty-Second 
Parallel^ signed for us by the author, because he had declared himself 
in favour of the Catalan P.O.U.M. and Anarchists, and this was a 
suspect possession. They confiscated my pistol and small arms permit. 
But then they were at a loss what to do next. The denunciation they 
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were following up had hinted at dark conspiracies plptted by lisa, but 
they had found her record impeccable, our papers all to her credit, 
and me an almost exemplary Republican. Above all, they did not 
want trouble with another police group. They looked at Pablo, 
looked at us, and said they would have lunch with us downstairs. 
Then they shook hands and left. 

The deadly cloud had lifted. The anti-climax made us laugh. It 
was no longer likely that the police would be used to get rid of lisa. 
I had lodged a sharp complaint against the denouncers, not sparing 
the men whom I suspected behind the move. At lunch, while we were 
sitting in amity with the police agents, I had seen George Gordon’s 
face flushed and twitching. A couple of days later he made a move- 
ment as though to greet us, but we overlooked it. 

I wanted to be merry. I took lisa round the corner to the Anda- 
lusian bar Villa Rosa^ where the old waiter Manolo greeted me as a 
lost son, examined her thoughtfully, and then told her that I was a 
rake, but not a genuine rake, and that she was the right woman to 
cope with me; he drank a littie glass of Manzanilla with us, tremu- 
lously, because the war had made him very old. He did not get 
enough food. When I let him have some tins given us by a friend in 
the International Brigades, he was so humbly grateful that I could 
have cried. In the evening we went to Seraffn’s and plunged into 
the warm welcome of the cronies. Torres, Luisa, and her husband 
came with us, gabbling with pleasure. They thought that now 
our troubles were over and that soon we would do work in Madrid 
again. 

But Agustin, who had staunchly visited us every day, though it 
could do him no good with his boss Rosario, told me bluntly that we 
ought to leave Madrid. As long as we stayed on, certain people would 
resent our very existence. Intrigues might not always go through 
official channels, and we could not walk about for good with a body- 
guard. Moreover, I was going crazy, in his opinion. 

I felt in my bones that he was right. But I was not yet ready to 
leave Madrid. I was tied to it with hurting, quivering nerve-strings. 

I was writing a story about Angel. If they did not let me broadcast 
any more, I had to talk through print. I believed I could do it. My 
very first story (the story of the militiaman who made a fly his pet) 
had been printed, incongruously enough, in the Daily Express^ and 
the fee had overwhelmed me, accustomed as I was to the rates of pay 
of Spanish journalism. I realized that the story had been published 
mainly because Dehner had liked it and provided a witty headline 
and caption, such as: ‘‘This story was written under shellfire by the 
Madrid Censor — ^who lost his inhibitions about writingjby censoring 
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our dispatches/’ All the same, my first piece of simple story-telling 
had gone out to people who, perhaps, would through it get a glimpse 
of the mind of that poor brute, the Miliciano. I wanted to go on; but 
what I had to say had its roots in Madrid. I would not let them drive 
me away, and I could not go before I had cleared the red fog of anger 
out of my brain. It swept me, together with the relief that she was 
alive and with me, every time I watched lisa. All my submerged 
violence rose when I saw her still bound to her rack, still lashed by 
the ugliness of the thing which people of her own creed were inflict- 
ing on her, and still quiet. 

The man who helped me then, as he had helped me through the 
evil weeks that went before, was a Catholic priest, and of all those I 
met in our war he who commands my deepest respect and love: Don 
Leocadio Lobo. 

I do not remember how we first came to talk to each other. Father 
Lobo, too, lived in the Hotel Victoria, and soon after we had moved 
in he .became a regular guest at our table, together with Armando. 
The mutual confidence between him and lisa was instantaneous and 
strong; I felt at once the great attraction of a man who had suffered 
and still believed in human beings with a great and simple faith. He 
knew, because I said so, that I did not consider myself a Catholic any 
more, and he knew that I was divorced, living in what his Church 
called “sin” with lisa and intending to marry her as soon as she had 
her divorce. I did not spare him violent outbursts against the political 
clergy in league with the “powers of darkness”, and against the 
stultifying orthodoxy I had come to hate in my schooldays. Nothing 
of all this seemed to impress him or to affect his attitude to us, which 
was that of a candid, detached friend. 

He wore no cassock, but a somewhat shiny dark suit. His strong, 
regular features would have made him an attractive man, had they 
not been deeply furrowed by his thought and struggle; his face had a 
stamp of inwardness which set him apart even in his frequent 
moments of expansion. He was one of those people who make you 
feel that they only say what is their own truth and do not make them- 
selves accomplices of what they believe to be a lie. He seemed to me a 
reincarnation of Father Joaquin, the Basque priest who had been the 
best fidend of my boyhood. Curiously enough the origins of both 
were alike. Father Lobo, like Father Joaquin, was the son of simple 
country folk, of a mother who had borne many children and worked 
tirelessly all her life. He, too, had been sent to the seminary with the 
help of the local gentry because he had been a bright boy at school, 
and because his parents were glad to see him escape from grinding 
poverty. He, too, had left the seminary not with the ambition of 
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becoming a prelate, but with that of being a Christian priest 
at the side of those who were hungry and thirsty for bread and 
justice. 

His history was well known in Madrid. Instead of staying in a 
smart, influential parish, he chose a parish of poor workers, rich in 
blasphemies and rebellion. They did not blaspheme less for his sake, 
but they loved him because he belonged to the people. At the out- 
break of the rebellion he had taken the side of the people, the side of 
the Republican Government, and he had continued in his ministry. 
During the wildest days of August and September he went out at 
night to hear the Confession of whoever demanded it, and to give 
Communion. The only concession he made to circixmstances was 
that he doffed his cassock so as not to provoke rows. There was a 
famous story that one night two Anarchist Milicianos called at the 
house where he was staying, with their rifles cocked and a car waiting 
at the door. They asked for the priest who was living there. His hosts 
denied that there was one. They insisted, and Father Lobo came out 
of his room. “Yes, there is a priest, and it’s me. What’s up?” 

“All right, come along with us, but put one of those Hosts of yours 
in your pocket.” 

His friends implored him not to go; they told the Anarchists that 
Lobo’s loyalty was vouched for by the Republican Government, that 
they simply woxild not allow him to leave; that they would rather call 
in the police. In the end, one of the Anarchists stamped on the floor 
and shouted: 

“Bugger, nothing will happen to him! If you must know, the old 
woman, my mother, is dying and doesn’t want to go to the other 
world without confessing to one of these blokes. It’s a disgrace for me, 
but what else could I do but fetch him? ” 

And Father Lobo went out in the Anarchists’ car, into one of those 
grey dawns when people were being shot against the wall. 

Later on he went for a month to live with the militiamen in the 
front line. He came back exhausted and deeply shaken. In my hear- 
ing he rarely spoke of his experiences in the trenches. But one night 
he exclaimed: “What brutes — God help us — ^what brutes, but what 
men!” 

He had to fight his own bitter mental struggle. The deepest hurt to 
him was not the fury vented against churches and priests by mad- 
dened, hate-filled, brutalized people, but his knowledge of the guilt 
of his own caste, the clergy, in the existence of that brutality, and in 
the abject ignorance and misery at the root of it. It must have been 
infinitely hard for him to know that princes of his Church were doing 
their level best to keep his people subjected, that they were blessing 
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the arms of the generals and overlords, and the guns that shelled 
Madrid. 

The Government had given him a task in the Ministry of Justice 
which was anything but simple: he had come to Madrid to investi- 
gate cases of hardship among the clergy, and he had to face the fact 
that some of the priests whose killing by the "Reds’’ had been 
heralded and duly exploited came out of their hiding, safe and 
sound, and demanded help. 

I needed a man to whom I could speak out of the depth of my 
mind. Don Leocadio was most hiunan and understanding. I knew 
that he would not answer my outcry with admonitions or canting 
consolation. So I poured out aU the turgid thoughts which clogged 
my brain. I spoke to him of the terrible law which made us hurt 
others without wanting to hurt them. There was my marriage and its 
end; I had hurt the woman with whom I did not share my real life 
and I had hurt oin* children because I hated living together with 
their mother. I inflicted the final pain when I had found my wife, 
Ilsa. I told him that lisa and I belonged together, complementing 
each other, without superiority of one over the other, without know- 
ing why, without wanting to know, because it was the simple truth of 
our lives. But this new life which we could neither reject nor escape 
meant pain, because we could not be happy together without causing 
pain to others. 

I spoke to him of the war, loathsome because it set men of the same 
people against each other, a war of two Cains. A war in which priests 
had been shot on the outskirts of Madrid and other priests were set- 
ting the seal of their blessing on the shooting of poor labourers, 
brothers of Don Leocadio’s own father. Millions like* myself who 
loved their people and its earth were destroying, or helping to des- 
troy, that earth and their own people. And yet, none of us had the 
right to remain indifferent or neutral. 

I had believed, I still believed, in a new free Spain of free people. 
I had wanted it to come without bloodshed, by work and good Wl. 
What could we do if this hope, this future was being destroyed? We 
had to fight for it. Had we to kill others? I knew that the majority of 
those who were fighting with arms in hand, killing or dying, did not 
think about it, but were driven by the forces unleashed or by their 
blind faith. But I was forced to think, for me this killing was a sharp 
and bitter pain which I could not forget. When I heard the battle 
noise I saw only dead Spaniards on both sides. Whom should I hate? 
Oh yes, Franco and Juan March and their generals and puppets and 
wirepullers, the privileged people over there. But then I would 
rather hate that God who gave them the callousness which made 
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them kill, and who punished me with the torture of hating any killing 
and who let women and children first suffer from rickets and starva- 
tion wages, and then from bombs and shells. We were caught in a 
monstrous mechanism, crushed under the wheels. And if we rebelled, 
all the violence and all the ugliness was turned against us, driving 
us to violence. 

It sounded in my ears as though I had thought and said the same 
things as a boy. I excited myself to a fever, talking on and on in rage, 
protest, and pain. Father Lobo listened patiently, only saying some- 
times: Now slowly, wait.’* Then he talked to me for days. It may be 
that the answers I gave myself in the quiet hours on the balcony, 
while I stared at the Church of San Sebastian cut in two by a bomb, 
were fused in my memory with the words Father Lobo said to me. It 
may be that insensibly I made him into the other “ I ” of that endless 
inner dialogue. But this is how I remember what he said: 

“Who are you? What gives you the right to set yourself up as a 
universal judge? You only want to justify your own fear and cowar- 
dice. You are good, but you want everybody else to be good too, so 
that being good doesn’t cost you any trouble and is a pleasure. You 
haven’t the courage to preach what you believe in the middle of the 
street, because then you would be shot. And as a justification for your 
fear you put all the fault on to the others. You think you’re decent 
and clean-minded, and you try to tell me and yourself that you are, 
and that whatever happens to the others is their fault, and whatever 
pain happens to you as well. That’s a lie. It is your fault. 

“You’ve united yourself with this woman, with lisa, against every- 
thing and everybody. You go with her through the streets and call 
her your wife. And everybody can see that it’s true, that you are in 
love with each other and that together you are complete. None of us 
would dare to call Ilsa your mistress because we all see that she is 
your wife. It is true that you and she have done harm to others, to the 
people who belong to you, and it is right that you should feel pain for 
it. But do you realize that you have scattered a good seed as well? 
Do you realize that hundreds of people who had despaired of find- 
ing what is called Love now look at you and learn to believe that it 
exists and is true, and that they may hope? 

“And this war, you say it’s loathsome and useless. I don’t. It is a 
terrible, barbarous war with countless innocent victims. But you 
haven’t lived in the trenches like me. This war is a lesson. It has to^n 
Spain out of her paralysis, it has torn the people out of their houses 
where they were being turned into mummies. In our trenches illiter- 
ates are learning to read and even to speak, and they learn what 
brotherhood among men means. They see that there exists a better 
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world and life, which they must conquer, and they learn too, that 
they must conquer it not with the rifle but with their will. They kill 
Fascists, but they learn the lesson that you win wars not by killing, 
but by convincing people. We may lose this war — but we shall have 
won it. They, too, will learn that they may rule us, but not convince 
us. Even if we are defeated, we will be stronger at the end of this than 
ever we were because the will has come alive. 

“ We all have our work to do, so do yours instead of talking about 
the world which doesn’t follow you. Suffer pain and sorrow and stick 
it out, but don’t shut yourself up and run round in circles within 
yourself. Talk and write down what you think you know, what you 
have seen and thought, tell it honestly and speak your truth. Don’t 
produce programmes which you don’t believe in, and don’t lie. Say 
what you have thought and seen, and let the others hear and read 
you, so that they are driven to teU their truth, too. And then you’ll 
lose that pain of yours.” 

In the clear, chill nights of October it seemed to me sometimes as 
though I were conquering my fear and cowardice, but I found it very 
hard to write down what I thought. It is still difficult. I found out, 
however, that I could write honestly and with truth of what I had 
seen, and that I had seen much. Father Lobo exclaimed when he 
saw one of my stories: ‘'What a barbarian you are! But go on, it’s 
good for you and us.” 

One evening he knocked at our door and invited us to go with him 
to see a surprise. In his small room was one of his brothers, a quiet 
workman, and a farm-labourer firom his village. I knew that his 
people brought him wine for Mass and wine for his table whenever 
they could, and I thought he wanted to invite us to a glass of red 
wine. But he took me into his bathroom. An enormous turkey was 
standing awkwardly on the tiles, hypnotized by the electric light. 
When the countryman had gone, we spoke of those simple people 
who brought him the best thing they had, not caring whether it was 
absurd or not to dump a live turkey in the bathroom of a city hotel. 

“It isn’t easy for us to understand them,” Father Lobo said. “I 
you do, it’s a basis for art like Breughel’s or like Lorca’s. Ves, Lorca’s. 
Listen.” He took the slim war edition of the Romancero Gitano and 
started reading: 

And I took her down to the river ^ 

Thinking she was a maiden^ 

Butshehadakusband. 

He read on with his strong, manly voice, not slurring over the 
words of naked physical love, only saying: “This is barbarian, but 

286 



it’s tremendous.” And he seemed to me more of a man, and more 
of a priest of men and God, than ever. 

In the worst weeks, when it took some courage to be seen with us, 
he spent long hours at our table, aware that he gave us moral sup- 
port. He knew more about the background of our tangled story than 
we ourselves, but he never gave away what he had heard from 
others. Yet I did not dream of doubting his word when, after the 
campaign had passed its peak, he suddenly said: “Now listen to the 
truth, Ilsa. They don’t want you here. You know too many people 
and you put others in the shade. You know too much and you are too 
intelligent. We aren’t used to intelligent women yet. You can’t help 
being what you are, so you must go, and you must go away with 
Arturo because he needs you and you belong together. In Madrid 
you cannot do any good any more, except by keeping quiet as you 
do. But that won’t be enough for you, you will want to work. So go 
away.” 

“Yes, I know,” she said. “The only thing I can do for Spain now 
is not to let people outside turn my case into a weapon against the 
Communists — not because I love the Communist Party, for I don’t, 
even when I work with Communists, but because it would at the 
same time be a weapon against our Spain and against Madrid. That’s 
why I can’t move a finger for myself, and even have to ask i^y friends 
not to make a fuss. It’s funny. The only thing I can do is to do 
nothing.” 

She said it very drily. Father Lobo looked at her and answered: 
“You must forgive us. We are in your debt.” 

Thus Father Lobo convinced us that we had to leave Madrid. 
When I accepted it, I wanted it to be done quickly so as not to feel it 
too much. It was again a grey, foggy November day. Agustfn and 
Torres saw us off. The Shock Police lorry, with hard loose boards 
for benches, rattled through the suburbs. There were few shells that 
morning. 

Father Lobo had sent us to his mother in a village near Alicante. 
In his letter he had asked her to help me, his friend, and my wife 
Ilsa; he did not want to bewilder his mother, he said, and he had put 
down the essential truth. When I stood before the stout old woman 
with grey hair who could not read — ^her husband deciphered her 
son’s letter for her — and looked into her plain, lined face, I realized 
gratefully Don Leocadio’s faith in us. His mother was a very good 
woman. 


1287 



IX. FACE TO FACE 


T here was no war, nothing but blue hills, the moon-sickle of a 
wide, shallow beach, and blue water. The cart track along- 
side the coast was carpeted with deep, loose sand. Where the 
ground became firm and the sea-shells rare, small wooden 
shacks, half boarding-houses and half taverns, had sprung up; for in 
peace time San Juan de la Playa had been a holiday resort. A mile 
further on was the village where Father Lobo’s parents and his ailing 
sister lived a quiet life which drew its warmth from the sons and 
brothers somewhere at work in the war. For the mother, all life 
centred in her son the priest. 

They had sent us to their friend Judn, the owner of one of the 
shacks and the most famous cook of rice-dishes between Alicante and 
Valencia. He let me have a small room open to the sea wind and 
gave me the run of his house and kitchen. I learnt how to make paella 
from him. lisa arranged with Juan to give lessons to his two girls, 
which permitted us to live very cheaply. We had little money left. 
Secretly J always suspected Juan of hoping that I was a hunted 
aristocrat in disguise, for despite his luke-warm Republicanism he 
hankered after the splendour of quality” to grace his table and give 
his masttvly paellas their due. 

The November days were hot, still, and sunny on the coast of 
Alicante. In the afternoons, when the water began to chill, we let 
ourselves dry in the warm sand and watched the tide recede in gende 
ripples. Sometimes I laid lines, but I never caught any fish. When the 
slow dusk crept up from the sea, we — ^and the village children — 
walked along the line of froth left by the lapping water, to hunt the 
minute crabs which betray their presence only by the tiniest of eddies 
in the wet, sleeked sand. 

> I began to sleep at night. By day, Judn let me work in his dining- 
room or in his vine-bower facing the sea. Few people came past, and 
the only other boarder was out, working in an aircraft factory in, 
Alicante. I began to think out a book I wanted to write, my first 
book, primitive stories of primitive people at war, such as I had 
woven into my radio tzilks. But first I had to repair the small, battered 
little typewriter which Sefton Delmer had thrown away as scrap- 
metal after he had learnt how to type on it, I had asked him whether 
he could let me have it, and he had roared with laughter at the idea 
that it could still be used. Now it was our only wealth, but it did not 
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yet work. I hated having to write by hand; it was too slow to catch 
up with nay thoughts. 

On the scrubbed deal table, I dismantled the typewriter, spread 
out its thousand-and-one pieces, cleaned them one by one, and put 
them together without hurry. It was good work. I seemed to hear my 
Uncle Jos6 saying: 

‘‘When I was twenty I started writing. At that time only rich 
people had the steel nibs you use. The rest of us had quills, and 
before learning how to write I had to learn how to cut and trim 
quills with a penknife. But they were too fine for my fingers, so I 
made myself a thick pen out of a cane.” 

I, too, had to make myself a pen before writing my first book, and 
though mine was a far more complicated pen than Uncle Josh’s, I, 
too, was only about to learn how to write. 

In those first days I was happy sitting in the sun, wrapped in the 
light, scent, and sound of the sea, reconstructing and healing a com- 
plicated mechanism (how I love machinery!), my brain confined 
within the maze of fragile bolts and screws, and the vision of a book, 
my first book, gaining shape at the back of my mind. 

In a silvery night filled with the song of crickets and frogs I heard 
the heavy drone of planes coming near and waning, and coming near 
again. There were no more than three dull thuds, the last of which 
shook our flimsy house. The next day we heard that one of the bombs 
dropped by the Capronis — I had seen one of them glinting in the 
light of the moon like a silver moth — ^had fallen in Alicante, in the 
middle of a cross-road, laying flat half a dozen mud-built houses and 
killing a dozen poor workers who lived there. The second bomb had 
fallen in a barren field. The third had fallen in the garden of an old 
man. It had destroyed his tomato crop and killed nothing but a frog. 
It made me angry to hear the hefty aircraft mechanic laugh at the 
idea of the dead frog. The wounded garden caught hold of me. I 
could not conceive that a wound to any living thing was a matter of 
indifference. The whole war was there in the trees and plants tom by 
a bomb, in the frog killed by blast. This was the first story I wrote on 
the cured typewriter. 

In the fourth week of our stay in San Juan de la Playa, I was 
woken by a loud knock at our door; I opened, had a glimpse of 
Judn’s scared face, and then two men brushed past him and filled the 
door frame: “Police. Here are our papers. Is this lady an Austrian 
called lisa Kulcsar? Yes? Will you please dress and come outside.” 
It was before sunrise and the sea was leaden. We looked at each 
other, said nothing, and dressed in haste. Outside, the two police 
agents asked lisa: “ Have you a husband in Barcelona? ” 

TO : T 289 



she said, astonished. 

‘‘No? Here we have an order to take you to Barcelona to your 
husband Leopold Kulcsar.*’"' 

“If the name is Leopold Kulcsar, then he is indeed my legal hus- 
band from whom I have separated. You have no right to force me to 
go to him — if he really is in Barcelona!” 

“Well," we know nothing except that we have the order to take you 
with us, and if you don’t want to go we have no other choice but to 
declare you arrested. Will you come with us voluntarily? ” 

Before Ilsa had time to answer, I said: “ If you take her with you, 
you will have to take me as well.” 

“And who are you? ” 

I explained and showed them my papers. They went away to dis- 
cuss the new problem. When they came back into the room, one of 
them started: “We have no order . . .” 

Ilsa interrupted: “I will come with you, but only if he accom- 
panies me.” 

The second agent grunted: “Let’s take him, too, maybe we.ought 
to arrest him in any case.” 

They gave us just enough time to settle our account with Judn, to 
ask him to take care of the things we left behind, and to pack a small 
suitcase. Then they hustled us into the car which was waiting outside. 

“Don’t worry so much,” said Ilsa. “As it’s Poldi who’s started the 
hue and cry after me, it must be some kind of stupid misunder- 
standing.” 

But it was she who did not understand. I had read the stamp on 
the agents’ papers: S.I.M . — Servicio de Inteligencia Militar, Military 
Intelligence Service. That story about lisa’s husband was a blind; 
the trick which had miscarried in Madrid was being tried througl^ 
another, more powerful agency, in a place where we had no outside 
help whatsoever. The only thing which astonished me was that they 
had not searched us. In my pocket I still carried the small pistol 
Agusdn had given me on our departure from Madrid. 

They took us along the coastal road to Valencia. After the first half- 
hour, the two agents began to ask questions, probing into our affairs 
with a certain guarded sympathy. One of them said he was a 
Socialist. We discussed the war. They asked me where we might get 
a decent limch and I suggested Miguel’s place by the Rock of Ifach, 
To my astonishment, they took us there. Miguel gave them a sour 
look, watched lisa’s face and saw it serene, frowned, and asked me 
what he could cook for us. Then he prepared fried chicken and rice, 
and sat down with us. It was an unbelievably normal meal. As we 
slowly drank the last glass of wine, one of the agents said: “ Don’t yon 
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ever listen to the radio? For days there^s been a message for this 
foreign comrade to get in touch with her husband in Barcelona.” 
I wondered what we should have done, had we heard it. But whoever 
listens to police messages at the end of news bulletins? 

Mellowed by the sun and the meal, they took us to the car again. 
Miguel shook hands with us and said : “ Saludy suertel ’ ' Good luck ! 

I dozed, exhausted by my own thoughts and by the impossibility of 
talking with lisa. She enjoyed the journey, and when we came to an 
orange grove she made the agents stop the car so that she could 
'pluck a branch with Suits graded green, yellow, and golden. She 
took it with her to Barcelona. I could not understand her gaiety. Did 
she really fail to see her danger? Or, if that legal husband of hers was 
behind the whole thing, did she fail to see that he might want to take 
her away from Spain by force and — ^perhaps — ^get rid of me for good? 

Suddenly, when it was near sunset, the more burly of the agents 
said: “ If we come to Valencia before dark theyll saddle us with some 
other assignment. Let’s go round the longer way by the Albufera, the 
foreign comrade will like it, too.” 

I sat stiflBLy and said nothing. The Albufera is the lagoon in which 
the corpses of killed people had been dumped in the chaotic and 
violent days of 1936. Its name made me shiver. Recklessly, I put my 
hand in my pocket and cocked my pistol. The moment they ordered 
us^out of the car I would fire through my coat, and we would not be 
the only ones to die. I watched the tiniest movement of our guard- 
ians. fiut one of them half dozed and the other chatted with lisa, 
{)ointing out water-fowl, rice fields, fishermen’s nets, explaining about 
the small villages and the size of the wide, shallow, reed-grown lake. 
And the car went on at an even pace. We had already passed several 
spots which would have been excellently suitable for a swift execu- 
tion without witness. If they wanted to get it done, they would have 
to hurry up. This was the far end of the Albufera. 

I set the safety-catch and let the pistol drop to the bottom of my 
pocket. When I pulled out my hand, it was cramped and I trembled. 
‘‘Are you tired? ” asked lisa. 

It was dark when we arrived in Valencia and were taken up to the 
S.I.M. oflSce. We were left waiting in a fusty ante-room, with people 
whispering behind our backs. Officers telephoned to Barcelona, 
where their head office had recently moved together with the 
Government; then they came to fire abrupt questions at us, and dis- 
appeared again. In the end one of them said, wonderingly: “They 
say you’re to go to Barcelona with her. But I can’t understand what 
the whole thing’s about. Now, you explain to me.” I tried to do so, 
briefly and non-committally. They stared at me in distrust. I sensed 
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that they would have liked to keep us in Valencia for investigation; 
but when I asked whether we were detained or free, I received the 
answer: ‘‘ Free — only weVe to keep you under observation since they 
want you so urgently.” 

In the small hours of the morning we left Valencia in another car. 
The agent who had taken us past the Albufera said good-bye and 
regretted that he was not sent on with us: he had considered it almost 
a holiday. But when I was seated, I noticed that our small attache 
case was nowhere to be seen, although I had asked for it and been told 
that it was waiting for us in the car. I went back to the office, I asked 
the drivers, but everybody disclaimed any knowledge. The case con- 
tained my manuscripts and most of the papers which documented 
our work in Madrid, as far as they were left to us. This meant that we 
had lost our most important weapon, which we might need bitterly 
in Barcelona, now the seat of the Government offices, of new bureau- 
crats who knew nothing of us, and of our old adversaries. 

When the car stopped at the Barcelona headquarters of the S.I.M., 
it was so early that the chiefs had not yet arrived. Nobody knew what 
to do with us. For safety’s sake, we were taken to still another ante- 
room with an apathetic guard at the door. lisa was certain that 
things would clear up quickly. I did not know what to think. Were 
we, or were we not arrested? We spent our time discussing the build- 
ing, too smaU to be a palace, too big to be the house of a wealthy 
bourgeois, with showy tiles in the courtyard and deep-piled carpets 
in the corridors, old braziers and modern coloured-glass windows 
showing a coat-of-arms. 

A man entered brusquely. lisa rose and cried: ‘‘Poldi!” He 
whipped off his hat, threw me a sombre glance and kissed lisa’s hand 
in an exaggeratedly ceremonious and courtly gesture. She said a few 
sharp words in German and he drew back, almost reeling in astonish- 
ment. Later she told me that she had asked him: ‘‘ Why did you have 
me arrested? ” and that this accusation had stunned him. 

Only then did she introduce us to each other, in French, saying no 
more than the names. I nodded. He bowed from the hips, a 
theatrical bow. We did not shake hands or speak. 

Her legal husband: deep-set, brown-ringed eyes stared at me, 
feverish and intense. He had a wide, broad, powerfully domed fore- 
head, made still higher by his incipient baldness; his head sat well on 
strong shoxilders, he was slim, slightly younger^and slightly shorter 
than I. Good-looking in his way. His jaws rigidly clamped on an 
embittered mouth whose upper Hp had a smeared outline. His thin- 
ning hair looked dead. He took stock of me as I^took stock of him. 

Then he turned to her and sat down by her side on the velvet- 
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covered bench. The guard had saluted him and disappeared. The 
three of us were alone. While the other two started to talk in German, 
I went to the window and looked down into the courtyard, first 
through a yellow, then through a blue, and finally through a red 
pane. The sunlit walls and the shadows under the arches assumed 
with each colour new, unexpected depths and perspectives. For a few 
minutes I thought of nothing at all. 

It was difficult for my Spanish mind to assimilate and to gauge the 
situation. This man had never been real to me before. lisa was my 
wife. But now he, her legal husband, was in the room, talking, to her, 
and I had to keep my nerves quiet. How was he going to act, why 
had he come to Spain, why had he tracked us down through the 
S.I.M., why did the guard salute him so respectfully? 

Both were talking in anger, though their voices were still low. 
Sharp question, sharp answer: they were disagreeing. 

The wall opposite threw the warmth of the sun back into my face. 
The chill which had weighed me down melted away and left nothing 
behind but a great weariness, the fatigue of a sleepless night and of a 
twenty-four-hours’ journey — God, what a journey! The room was 
heavy and drowsy with curtains, rugs, and tapestries. I had no share 
in their unintelligible talk. What I needed was coffee, cognac, and a 
bed. 

Had that man come to claim his wife and take her away? I had the 
stubble of two days on my chin and felt my skin sticking to my bones 
in tiredness and tautness. I must have had a villainous face. 

What will you do if he tries to take her away? — ^The question is 
whether she wants to go, and she doesn’t. — es, but he is her legal 
husband, he is a foreigner who can claim the help of the Spanish 
authorities in taking his wife away; they might refuse her a further 
stay in Spain — ^and what then? — We would protest. — ^To whom, and 
on what legal grounds? I had not been able to protect her from perse- 
cution even in Madrid. 

I tried to argue it out in an articulate dialogue with myself. But 
then their voices were no longer sharp. She was dominating him, 
convincing him with that warm voice which was so soothing after the 
icy edge it had before. At this hour the sun would already have 
warmed the sea on the beach of San Juan. To dip into the shallow 
water and then sleep in the sand! 

lisa rose and came towards me: ‘‘We’ll go now.” 

“Where?” 

“To Poldi’s hotel. I’ll explain later.” 

The guards saluted when we left the building. lisa walked between 
him and me. Again, he started to speak in German, but she cut him 
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short: '‘We’ll speak French now, won’t we? ” We made the rest of the 
way in silence* The hotel hall was full of chattering people, among 
them half a dozen journalists we knew. I was very conscious of my 
state of squalor. Poldi took us up to his room and told Ilsa where to 
find his washing and shaving things; he did not speak directly to me. 
A huge blue trunk stood in the middle of the room, and he showed it 
off to Ilsa, opening drawers and compartments and pulling out the 
rod with the clothes hangers. It was all very complicated and did not 
work well. When he left us alone, Ilsa said in a motherly tone, which 
angered me: 

"The poor boy, it’s always the same with him. Any silly new 
luxury gadget makes him as happy as a child with a new toy.” 

I told her gruflfliy that I was not interested in imitation trunks, and 
showered questions on her. While we were washing and brushing, 
she explained. He was in Barcelona on some official mission or other, 
not yet understood by her; but he had also come to take her away 
from Spain, forcibly, if she was not willing to go. The reason was that 
he had heard not only rumours of the political campaign against her, 
but also stories about me which made him anxious for her fate: that I 
was a confirmed drunkard, with a litter of illegitimate children, and 
that I was dragging her down into the gutter with me. He had indeed 
intended to use his legal standing as her husband to take her away 
against her will— just as I had imagined — not under the illusion that 
she would resume her married life with him, but so as to save her and 
give her the chance of recuperating in sane, peaceful surroundings. 
The mode of our detention in San Juan de la Playa was due to the 
fact that he had been unable to get our address in Madrid (an odd 
thing, as several people had it, both officially and privately) and thus 
been driven to enlist the help of radio and police; and the S.I.M. 
policemen seemed only to have acted according to their lights. Appar- 
ently he had dropped his original plans after seeing her calm, self- 
possessed, clear-eyed, and happier than he had ever known her, in 
spite of the obvious difficulties. Now he wanted to discuss things with 
me and to help us. She ended triumphantly: "Here you are, with all 
your nightmares ! I told you he would never play me a dirty trick.” 

|| I was not yet convinced; I knew the force of possessive instincts too 
well. But when the three of us sat together at lunch and I saw more of 
the man, I began to change my mind. Ilsa was so perfectly natural in 
her behaviour to him, so friendly and unselfconscious, that he lost the 
demonstrative arrogance towards me, against which I would have 
had no defence since he had every right to protect his own pride as 
best he could. I saw him twisted and straightforward at the same 
time. A small incident broke the ice between us. We had no cigarettes 
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and tobacco was almost unobtainable in Barcelona. Poldi demanded 
a packet of cigarettes from the waiter, in an imperious tone which 
drew nothing but a smile and shrug from the man. It was the over- 
bearing accent of a young boy who does not know how to give orders 
and tips, and is afraid that the waiter might see through his varnish 
of worldliness. I intervened, chatted with the man, and in the end we 
had cigarettes, good food, and good wine. This impressed Poldi 
beyond measure, so much that I could guess at his adolescent dreams 
and his difficult youth; he said wistfully: You seem to have a knack 
which I never possessed.’’ I realized how much his lordly manner 
was a flimsy armour to cover an inner insecurity and lack of poise. 

Yet now that he had accepted me as a man, he was simple and 
dignified in talking to me about lisa. She was the most important 
human being in the world to him, but he knew, finally, that he had 
lost her, at least for this period of his life. He did not want to lose her 
altogether. She would have her cake and eat it, he said: she would 
have her life with me, as I seemed to be able to make her happy, and 
she would keep his devotion and fidendship. And if I were to hurt her, 
I would still have to reckon with him. 

Poldi said he would try to arrange a divorce, but it would be 
extremely difficult for the time being. They were married according 
toA.ustrian law, and both fugitives from Fascist Austria. In the mean- 
time, he understood that neither of us was doing any practical work 
in the war, mainly becatise we had mismanaged all our official rela- 
tions. We had been crazy to have done important propaganda work 
in Madrid, without maHng sure of the appropriate trappings and 
emoluments. He had known Ilsa to be a romantic, but he was sorry 
to find me, too, a romantic. She would have to leave Spain until the 
campaign against her had died down; though only a few persons 
were behind it, our bureaucratic quarrels had isolated us and 
brought us into bad odour. He would help us to get all the necessary 
papers, both of us, since she would not leave me, and we would find 
useful work to do outside Spain. In fact, Ilsa was much needed there 
and he was willing to accept her valuation of me. He realized that he 
had done us harm by unwittingly entangling us with the S.I.M. 
which considered everything grist diat came to its miU; but he would 
remove any trace of ambiguity in our situation and recover the 
papers taken from us. 

He tried to do all this the same afternoon. Back at the S.I.M. head- 
quarters Poldi again donned the ostentatious behaviour which I had 
noted and disliked. He was nervous and excited, as though he wotdd 
soon slide into the depths of depression. He asked one of the S.I.M. 
chiefs to give us papers to show that the department had nothing 

295 



against us, even though it had brought us forcibly to Barcelona; but 
the pallid young man gave him no more than a promise. However, 
he telephoned an urgent order to Valencia to send on our suitcase 
with its contents intact, without attempting to gloss over the fact that 
it had been silently confiscated. Without a paper to show why we 
were in Barcelona, we would have found no billet; therefore the 
S.I.M. man said he would send an agent along with us to the Ritz 
and we would be given a room. He would prefer us to stay there so 
they would know where to find us. The offer was an order; it demon- 
strated that, despite Poldi’s explanations, the man intended his 
department to have a thorough look at us, since we had accidentally 
been brought to their notice. So we went to the Ritz, only recently 
thrown open to the public, with the red, thick carpets and meticulous 
ceremony of peace-time but scant food and scanty lighting, and were 
given a room opening out into the garden. We had not even tooth- 
brushes with us. 

The rest of my day was a jumble of conversations and silences, of 
waiting and walking alongside the others like a puppet on a string. 
When we closed the door of our room behind us that night, we were 
too exhausted to talk or think, although we knew that we had been 
pushed on to the threshold of a new stage in our life. This man had 
said that I was to leave Spain, to desert from our war, so as to be able 
to work again. It sounded crazy and wrong. But I would have to 
think it out, later, when things would have resumed their firm shape. 

I was too tired to sleep. The balcony door was wide open and a 
pale bluish light filled the alien room. My ears laboured to identify a 
faint, distant purr, and decided that it was the sea. A cock crowed 
somewhere in the night and was answered by others, near and 
strident, distant and* ghostly. Their chain of challenge and counter- 
challenge seemed unending. 

There followed ten unreal days while Poldi was in Barcelona and 
his presence dominated our time-table. He spoke to me, he took lisa 
for walks while I wondered at my absence of any conventional resent- 
ment or jealousy, he arranged meetings with this or that official, 
diplomat, or politician, he dragged us along to the S.I.M. head- 
quarters to demand our safe-conducts. The suitcase had arrived, but 
we were still without a paper justifying our arrival in Barcelona. I 
tried to find my way through his mind, and my own; I tried to find 
firm ground under my feet so that I would be able to stay on and 
work with my own people; and I had again to fight my body and 
nerves whenever the sirens went or a motor-cycle engine spluttered 
in the street. 
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While Poldi discussed international affairs he fascinated me by his 
knowledge and vision. He was convinced that closely knit, revolu- 
tionary, Socialist organizations were the only forces able to fight 
international Fascism wherever they met it, and that the most impor- 
tant battlefield of that war was still the German working class, even 
while the most important battle was being fought on the Spanish 
front. He was throwing all his energies into his work as secretary to 
Jimenez de Asda, the Spanish Minister in Prague, and his friends 
risked their lives crossing the frontier to give warning of new bombs 
and shells being produced in German factories for intervention in 
Spain. Yet serving the Spanish Republic was only part of the greater 
war and preparation for the bigger battle to come, the battle in 
which England and France would be ranged by the side of Soviet 
Russia in spite of their murderom and suicidal game of non-interven- 
tion. He told lisa bluntly that in his opinion she had deserted from 
the main fighting line by submerging herself altogether in the 
Spanish war and dropping all her work for Austrian and German 
Socialism. He agreed that she was right in making no effort to 
mobilize one of her Socialist friends, such as Julius Deutsch or Pietro 
Nenni, when the political campaign against her became dangerous, 
because the shabby intrigue might have been magnified into an issue 
between Socialists and Communists by people inveterately opposed 
to the collaboration between the two groups, in the necessity of which 
both lisa and he believed. 

I listened and marvelled; I remembered that he had shown me the 
revolver he had been prepared to use against me, had he found it 
necessary to save lisa in this way. And then he agreed that she should 
throw away her life rather than do an imagined harm to a political 
principle? The two talked so easily, they used the same language, the 
same abbreviations of thought, the same associations and quotations; 
I saw them attuned in everything which touched their social and 
political ideas, while I was left outside, almost hostile to their 
analytical logic. 

Yet there was an evening when lisa and Poldi argued on the aim of 
their Socialism. When she professed her belief in the human indi- 
vidual as the final value, he exclaimed: ‘HVe always felt that our 
philosophy clashes — ^you know, this means that we are spiritually 
divorced.” It sounded so high-falutin’ to me that I made a silly joke; 
but then I saw that it had hit him very deeply, and I felt it within 
myself. In spite of our different logic and language of the mind, I met 
her where a gulf was between her and Poldi. It was the same as when 
he said to me: She is difficult to understand, isn’t she? ” and I denied 
it, astonished. It had hit him and made him jealous as no physical 
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fact could have made him jealous. For he had wanted to dominate 
and possess her, and his hunger for power and possession had 
destroyed their marriage. 

I thought about myself and I found that my life had made me hate 
power and possession too much to want anything but freedom and 
spontaneous union. It was here that we clashed, he and she, he and I. 
He had had much the same proletarian childhood as I, he had hated 
the world as it was and become a rebel as I. But his hatred of power 
and possession made him obsessed with it; he had never outgrown 
the hurts to his self-confidence. 

I saw it with pity and aversion on the day when we finally received 
our safe-conducts from the S.I.M. I had passed an ugly hour, 
Ordonez, the young Socialist intellectual who had become chief of 
the department, had played at interrogation, with an equivocal smile 
and the cruelty of a weakling; but in the end he had ordered his 
secretary to prepare the papers at once, and we had them in our 
hands, eager to go. Poldi was scanning a heap of papers connected 
with his official mission, material on the foreign leaders of the 
Catalan P.O.U.M. who had been arrested under the suspicion of an 
international conspiracy. He spoke to Ordonez, magniloquently as 
he was wont to speak within that building, gave an order to one of 
the agents who stood around, and buried himself in the papers 
again. The agent brought in a big, lumbering woman, and Poldi 
interrogated her in a tone which made lisa move restlessly in her 
chair. I too recognized the tone: he heard himself speaking as the 
great, cold judge — a dangerous ambition. I was pleased that I could 
answer in the negative when Poldi asked me whether I had ever seen 
the woman in Madrid. 

Then the electric light was cut off. Somebody lit a candle which 
threw yellow patches and immense shadows on the walls. The house 
quivered in its roots; a stick of bombs had fallen. I felt my fingers 
tremble and fought back the vomit which filled my mouth. Another 
agent brought in another female prisoner, a small woman with taut, 
bitter features and the wide, dark eyes of a hunted animal. She went 
up to lisa: ‘‘You’re Use — don’t you remember me — twelve years ago 
in Vienna?” They shook hands, and I felt lisa go rigid in her chair; 
but Poldi began to interrogate, the perfect prosecutor in a revolu- 
tionary tribunal, and it seemed shameless for us to stay on. I thought 
I heard how he made his voice ring in his own ears. He must have 
dreamt' that scene; perhaps he had imagined it when he was im- 
prisoned for his share in the great Austrian strike against the last war, 
an imaginative, uncertain, and ambitious boy. Now he did what he 
conceived to be his duty, and the terrible thing was that the power 
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over others gave him pleasure. In the yellow light his eyes were 
hollow like a skull’s. 

After we had left the building (and I thought that I never wanted 
to see it again) he spent a long time explaining to lisa why he could 
no longer consider that woman a Socialist. The details escaped me; I 
had sympathy neither for the P.O.U.M. nor for their persecution. 
Poldi might have been right. But however careful and convincing his 
argument, there was a streak of madness in him. There was in me. 
But mine was born from the fear and hatred of violence, while his 
seemed to push him towards a fantastic dream of power. This im- 
pression grew in me so much that I did not pay great attention to his 
plans for lisa’s and my work abroad. He had no sympathy with my 
manner of looking at the problems of our war; it seemed only senti- 
mental to him. If he wanted to find work for me, it was as much 
because it gave him pleasure to have the power of helping me, as 
because he imagined me to be a good propagandist. But I had to find 
my own way. 

Whenever Poldi took us along to his many conversations with 
young ofl&cials of the various Ministries, I tried to assess them. It 
struck me that most of them were ambitious young men of the upper 
middle classes who now declared themselves Communists, not as we 
had done in Madrid, because to us it meant the party of revolutionary 
workers, but because it meant joining the strongest group and having 
a share in its disciplined power. They had leapt over the step of 
humanist socialism; they were efficient and ruthless. They admired 
Soviet Russia for its power, not for its promise of a new society, and 
they chilled me to the bone. I tried to see where I might fit in, 
because it was torturing to know that nothing of what J had to give 
was exploited in the war. But the only thing I found to do for myself 
was to write the book of Madrid which I had planned. I was a crock. 

It was bitterly cold when Poldi left. He looked very ill and was 
suffering pain; he confessed to a serious stomach complaint rendered 
worse by his way of living, the late nights, the irregular food, the 
black coffee and the cognac which he used in the way I knew so well, 
to whip up his energies. Before going, he spoke again of lisa to me: 
she now looked as she had looked before he had twisted her gaiety 
and simplicity, and he was glad of it. We would be together often, the 
three of us, for “if it were not for Use, blast her, you and I would have 
been friends”. I did not believe it, but it was good that he felt so. 
There was no poisoning bitterness between us. 

I was left face to face with myself. 

In those dark December days, the air raids on Barcelona multi- 
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plied, and in January 1938 they grew worse. The Government troops 
were attacking on the Aragon Front, and Barcelona was the great 
supply centre. Italian planes had a short way to go from the Balearic 
Islands. They stopped their engines far out over the sea and glided 
down over the city, released their bombs, and fled. The first warning 
was the tremor of a distant bomb, then the electricity was cut off, 
and much later the sirens sounded. I was back in the clutches of my 
obsession. I could not stand the bedroom once I woke up. In the 
street, every confused noise shook me and brought the humiliations 
of the vomit on me. First I stayed in the hotel hall, listening to the 
street, looking at the people. Then I discovered the bar in the base- 
ment, where I could chat with the waiters and sit under thick walls, 
and finally I found a small room which was wedged in behind the 
bar. It was in disuse, and the manager agreed to let me use it for 
working. There I put my typewriter, and there I worked days and 
nights, in a feverish excitement bordering on hysteria. When an air 
raid came I was down in the shelter anyhow and could hide from 
people; a small grating opening just above the pavement let me listen 
to the noises outside. I would have liked to sleep down there. I slept 
in snatches on the plush divan, twisting in nightmares from which I 
only recovered after drinking a glass of wine. I drank much and 
smoked much. I was afraid of going mad. 

When I could work no longer because the words became blurred, 
I went out of my cubicle into the bar. There was a motley collection 
of Spanish officers and oflicials, of journalists, foreign and Spanish, of 
the Government’s foreign guests and of international racketeers, with 
a sprinkling of wives and elegant tarts. The noise, the drinks, the dis- 
cussions and^the sight of people 'saved me firom the deadly lethargy 
which fell on me as soon as I stopped working. 

Sometimes, but rarely, I made myself go out and speak to people I 
knew in some department of the war machine. I still hoped that I 
might be useful and cure mysdf within Spain. Yet men such as 
Frades who had worked with me in the November days of Madrid — 
how far away they were in this town of business and bureaucracy, 
where the heart of the fight had grown cold! — told me that it was all 
very sad, but the best thing for me was to publish a book and then 
see what happened. Rubio Hidalgo had gone to Paris as head of 
Agence Espagne, but it was Constancia de la Mora who had suc- 
ceeded him in Barcelona, and I did not dream of speaking to her of 
my affairs. The great man in the Foreign Ministry was Senor Urena 
who had certainly not forgotten my share on November the 7th; 
Alvarez del Vayo — ^whose wife showed great kindness to lisa — ^was 
not yet back at the Foreign Ministry, and anyhow he was bound to 
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support others rather than me. I found no-one to whom I could speak 
honestly, as I did to Father Lobo. 

The Government and the war machine were working as they had 
never worked before. There existed an Army now, and an efficient 
Administration: you need both to fight even a small-scale modern 
war. I believed the reorganization to have been necessary; and yet it 
had ruined the urge for freedom, the blundering efforts to build social 
life anew. My brain assented, and all my instincts rose against it. 

I went into the shop to buy a beret. The owner told me, smiling, 
that his business was improving; the wives of government officials 
were again being encouraged to wear hats as a sign that the turbu- 
lent, proletarian times were over. 

It was all true. Perhaps the men who did not want to give me work 
in their teams were right. The only hope for Spain, the new Spain, 
was to hold out until the non-Fascist powers were driven to sell us 
arms because we were their vanguard — or until they were themselves 
forced to fight the looming greater war. In all that there was no room 
for dreams. There was no time or place for the premature fraternity 
of Madrid. Here, in the Barcelona of 1938, I could not talk to any 
man in the street as to a friend and brother. They organized a Madrid 
exhibition with huge empty bomb-cases, with splinters and fuses of 
shells, with photographs of ruins, children's homes, and trenches. 
The faces of the murdered children of Getafe again looked down at 
me. * 

But Madrid was far away. 

Teruel had been stormed by our troops. Correspondents came 
back with stories of death in fire and ice. Our Norwegian friend Nini 
Haslund, organizer of international relief work, told of small girls 
cowering in a shelled convent and of old women weeping when they 
were given bread. 

A feeling of inferiority was weighing me down. Our soldiers were 
dying in the snows of Teruel. We were destroying our own cities and 
men, because there was no other defence against the horror of life in 
Fascist bondage. And I ought to be there at the front — when I was 
not even capable of working in Barcelona where the bombs fell. I was 
a physical and mental crock, crouching in a cellar room instead of 
helping the children or the men. 

I knew that I could not alter my physical defects, neither my game 
finger nor my heart trouble nor the scar in my lung tissue. I knew 
that I was not willing to kill. But I was an organizer and a propa- 
gandist, and I did no work as either. I might have been less self- 
righteous, more clastic in my dealings with the bureaucracy; after 
all, I had worked with it successfully in the service of patents whose 
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benefits went to the heavy industry I hated. Now, in the great clash, 
I had put my qualms and aversions above the work. I had driven 
myself out of my chosen post in the war, out of Madrid. But for my 
intransigeance and cherished individualism, lisa and I might still be 
doing work which, to the best of my belief, we did better and more 
unselfishly than most of the others. Or would my shattered nerves 
have betrayed me in any case? Would the sour, bitter juice of my 
body — the cud of my warring thoughts — have filled my mouth so 
that I could not have spoken any longer as the voice of Madrid? Did 
I escape into an illness of the mind because I could not bear to be 
face to face with the things my eyes saw, and the others seemed able 
to overlook? 

Slowly, in fits, I was finishing the book which included something 
of the Madrid I had seen. In the nights I listened to the cocks chal- 
lenging each other firom the roof-tops. While lisa left me alone in our 
bedroom I felt exposed to all terrors, an outcast, and when she came 
I took shelter in her warmth. But I slept little. My brain made its 
weary round, a blind mule chained to the wheel of a well. 

After a period of grappling with the war and the coming war, my 
thoughts ^ways went back to myself. They no longer controlled the 
emotions which drove me; their net had become threadbare. I was 
afraid of the torture which precedes death, of pain, mutilation, living 
putrefaction and of the terror they would strike into my heart. I was 
afraid of the destruction and mutilation of others because it was a 
prolongation of my own terror and pain. An air raid would be all 
this, magnified by the crumbling walls, the rush of the blast, the 
image of one’s own limbs being tom from one’s living body. I cursed 
my faithful, graphic memory and my technically trained imagina- 
tion, which showed me explosives, masonry, and human bodies in 
action and reaction, as in a slow-motion picture. To succumb to this 
terror of the mind would be stark madness. I was terrified of going 
mad. 

It was a profound relief when the sirens went and the danger 
became real. I would make Ilsa get up and come with me to the base- 
ment. There we would sit with all the other guests in dressing-gowns 
and pyjamas, while anti-aircraft guns barked and the explosions 
rock^ the house. A few times my mouth filled with vomit, but even 
so it was a relief, because all this was real. After a bombing I always 
fell asleep. 

Then, in the morning, I would go down to the stale-smeUing 
cubicle behind the bar and sit before my typewriter. For a short time, 
my brain would clear and I would think. Was it true that I had to 
leave Spain so as not to go mad, so as to be able to work again? I did 
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not believe in Poldi’s plans and negotiations. Things would develop 
by themselves. As each concrete situation faced us we would have to 
come to a decision. In the meantime the foundations of the future 
edifice were here, firm and real and indestructible: my union with 
lisa. Poldi had seen it as Maria and Aurelia had seen it, as Father 
Lobo had accepted it. There at least was no problem. I held on to 
this one plain thing. 

On the evening of January the 29th — a Saturday — the manager 
came down to the bar to find lisa: somebody wanted to speak to her 
in the hall. When she did not come back for a while, the waiter said: 
“The Police, I think, ’’ and I went after her. She was sitting with one 
of the S.I.M. agents, her face was grey, and she held out a telegram: 
“Poldi died suddenly Friday. Letter follows.’* Somebody’s signature. 
The agent had come to make sure that it was no code. She explained 
the situation carefully to the man and answered his chatty remarks 
on the hotel and its international racketeers with grave friendliness. 
Then, holding herself very straight, she walked down the stair to the 
bar in firont of me. Father Lobo was with us then; he had met Poldi, 
declared him a great and fundamentally good man, and yet seen 
why Ilsa did not belong to him. Now he was gentle with her. 

For a whole night she sat in her bed and fought it out with herself. 
There was little I could do but stay with her. She held herself 
responsible for his death, because she thought that his way of living 
since she left him had destroyed his health. She thought that he had 
not taken care of himself just because she had left him, and because 
he had to strengthen his hold on life in some other way than through 
his feeling for her. So much she told me, but she did not speak much. 
It did not make it easier for her that she felt no remorse, only sorrow 
at having hurt him mortally and at the loss of a deep, lasting friend- 
ship. They had been married fourteen years and there had been 
many good things in their life together. But she knew that she had 
failed him because she had not loved him, and it anguished her. She 
paid her price. 

At three o’clock in the morning there was a raid. The bombs fell 
very near. A few hours later she dropped off into an uneasy slumber; 
I dressed and went down into the basement. There the charwomen 
were still at their work, and I had to wait in the hall. A young 
Englishman — the Second Officer of an English vessel which had 
been sunk by Italian bombs, as the manager told me — ^was wander- 
ing up and down, up and down like an animal in a cage. He had the 
eyes of a scared animal, too, and Hs jaw hung loosely. He paced the 
hall in the opposite direction to mine and we stared at each other 
when our tracks crossed. 
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That Sunday morning was brilliantly blue. Ilsa had promised to 
act as interpreter for one of her English friends, Heniy Brinton, 
during an interview with President Aguirre of the Basques. Now she 
came down, still very rigid and pale, drank the morning beverage — 
lime-blossom tea with no bread, for the food situation of Barcelona 
was growing worse from one day to the other — and left me alone. 
I had enough of staring at the nervous young Englishman and went 
down to my refuge. My collection of tales was finished, but I wanted 
to read it through and make corrections. I was going to call the book 
Valor y Miedoy Courage and Fear. 

Half an hour later the sirens sounded, together with the first explo- 
sions. I went quickly to the bar table; my stomach was rising, and the 
waiter gave me a glass of cognac. The young Englishman came down 
the stairs with trembling legs; at the last triangular landing he 
stopped and leant against the wall. I went to him. His teeth were 
chattering. I helped him to sit down on a step and brought him some 
cognac. Then he began to explain in a laborious mixture of French 
and English: bombs had fallen on the deck of his ship and he had 
seen his mates torn to shreds, a couple of days before. It had given 
him a shock — and he hiccoughed convulsively. 

A tremendous crash and roar shook the building, followed by the 
rumble of masonry knocking against the wall. Shrill screams from the 
kitchen. A second crash, rocking us and the house. The English 
officer and I drank the rest of the cognac. I saw my own hand 
tremble and his shake. The waiter who had run upstairs came back 
and said: “The house next door and the one behind us have been 
smashed. We’ll make a hole through our kitchen wall, because there 
are people calling on the other side.” 

And Ilsa was out in the streets. 

A herd of cooks in white overalls appeared in the corridor. The 
white was stained with the red of brick-dust. The tall white cap of 
the chef de cuisine was dented. He guided a few women and children in 
torn, tattered clothes covered with dust. They were weeping and 
shrieking: they had just been rescued through a hole in the basement 
wall. Their house had fallen down on them. Two others were stiU 
stuck in the rubble. A fat, elderly woman held her belly with her two 
hands, gave a scream and began to laugh in great guffaws. The 
oflBlcer of the English ship stared at her out of wide-open blue eyes. 
I felt that my control, too, was slipping, pushed the officer aside with 
my elbow and slapped the woman in the face. Her laughter stopped 
and she glared at me. 

Slowly the rescued women and children disappeared into the pas- 
sages. The Englishman had drunk a bottle of wine and was lying 
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across a table, snoring with a painfully contracted face. The waiter 
asked me; ‘'And where is your wife?” 

I did not know. My ears were full of explosions. Out there, in the 
street, or dead. I was in a stupor. Through the small windows in the 
ceiling came the sound of firebells and a fine rain of plaster. It smelt 
of an old house being torn down. 

Where is she? The question hammered on my brain, but I did not 
try to answer it. It was a murmur like the beating of the blood in my 
temples. Where is she? 

She came down the stairs together with Brinton, and she looked 
years older than the day before. Upstairs in our room we found only 
one of our panes cracked, but the house on the far side of the hotel 
garden had disappeared. The garden was invaded by Venetian 
blinds twisting like snakes, by broken furniture and strips of wall- 
paper, and by a big tongue of spilt rubble. Ilsa stared at it and then 
she broke down. She had been in the street during the bombing and 
it had not scared her; she had piloted Brinton through the interview 
with Aguirre, and there had been a flowering mimosa in the Presi- 
dent’s garden, and an anti-aircraft shell stuck in the pavement of the 
street. But then the chauffeur had told her that the Ritz was hit or 
almost hit and in coming back, she had been steeling herself against 
the thing that waited for her. She had helped to kill Poldi. Now she 
thought that she had left me alone to be Med or to go mad. And I 
realized that I had thought her dead because of Poldi’s death, with- 
out admitting it to myself. 

That night the sound of pick and shovel, the shouts of rescue 
workers came into our room together with the crow of the cocks. I 
remember that an English delegation — John Strachey and Lord 
Listowel among them — ^arrived that evening and was taken to the 
heap of debris beside the hotel, where men still worked by the flare of 
hurricane lamps to rescue the buried. I seem to remember that the 
journalists spoke much about a public Mass Father Lobo had said 
that Sunday morning, and that Nordahl Grieg — ^the Norwegian 
writer who was shot down in a British aircraft during a raid on Ger- 
many six years later — told me how rescue squads had hauled able- 
bodied revellers out of a night club where he had been drinking. But 
I do not remember anything about myself. The following days passed 
as in a fog. My book was finished. Ilsa was alive. I was alive. It was 
clear that I had to leave my country if I was not to go mad altogether. 
Perhaps I was already mad; I wondered about it with a feeling of 
indifference. 

Whatever was done in those weeks of February was done by Ilsa 
and her friends. She finished the German translations of my stories 
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and sold them to a Dutch tobacco racketeer and general agent, so as 
to pay our hotel bill. The Spanish manuscript of Valor y Miedo was, 
to my astonishment, accepted by Publicaciones Antifascistas de Cataluna. 
A German refugee — a girl who had been secretary to left-wing 
writers, had fled from the Nazi regime, starved in Spain, and was 
suffering from a nervous shock which made her a public menace in 
shelters — had obtained a visa to England only because lisa had per- 
suaded Henry Brinton to help her, and the British Envoy in Barce- 
lona to see the matter through; in her gratiUide, the girl took my 
manuscript to publishers she knew, and I had to do nothing but 
sign a contract. It was good to know that something of me would 
survive. 

As I was not fit for active service, I was granted a permit to leave 
the country; but it had to pass through complicated official channels. 
Julius Deutsch helped, Del Vayo helped, I do not know how many 
others helped to settle the countless formalities which had to be gone 
through before we obtained our passports and the exit visa. On the 
few occasions when I myself had no choice but to go out into the 
street, I thought of little except how not to vomit. When I came back 
to the hotel I went off into a doze or enmeshed myself in an endless, 
pointless discussion with somebody down in the bar. But I do not 
think people in general noticed that I was fighting mental destruc- 
tion. Dozens of times I told Ilsa that it was hopeless to pit ourselves 
against the blind force of circumstance, and every time she told me 
that if only we wanted to, we would survive, because we had many 
things to do. When I felt beaten and went into a doze, she was 
desperately furious with me, and made the impossible possible. My 
weakness forced her out of her own private hell; it gave her so much 
to do that she almost forgot her fears for me. For she, too, was afraid 
that I was going mad, and she was not able to hide this fear from my 
sharpened eyes. 

She had learnt by letters that Poldi had died from an incurable 
kidney disease which had already affected his brain and would have 
destroyed it, dreadfully, if he had lived on instead of dying quickly 
and mercifrdly; she learnt from her mother that he had come back 
from Barcelona quietened, almost happy, proud of her and friendly 
towards me, determined to rebuild his own life. This released her 
from her sense of responsibility for his death and left her with the 
abiding knowledge of the wound she had dealt him. She said that his 
death had ended her last lap of youth, because it had taught her that 
she was not stronger than everything else, as she had secretly believed. 
But now my illness drove her to tap her deepest reserves of strength. 
As she put it, she was working the miracle of Baron Miinchhausen: 
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pulling oneself out of the mire by one’s own pigtail. But I saw most of 
it only through a haze of apathy. 

There was one thing, however, a single thing, which I did alone. I 
procured the papers and took the steps necessary for our marriage. 
A week before we left Barcelona and Spain, we were married in due 
form by a caustic Catalan Judge who, instead of a sermon, said: 

One of you is a widow, the other divorced. What could I say to you 
that you don’t know? You are aware of what you are doing. Good 
luck.” 

When we went down the rickety stairs, I wondered that a mere 
formality could make my heart feel relieved, for nothing was altered. 
But it was right that we had no longer to fight for an acknowledge- 
ment of our life together. Out in the bright, empty street, the wind of 
early spring whipped my face. 


X. NO TRUCE 

T he clock of the Spanish church tower struck twelve — ^mid- 
night-just as the customs official lifted his rubber stamp off 
its sticky inkpad. He pressed it on the open page of my pass- 
port, and the clock of the French church on the other side of 
the frontier tolled in answer. If we had reached La Junquera five 
minutes later, they might have turned us back, for my permit to 
leave Spain expired with February the 22nd. I would have had to 
return to Barcelona and apply for a prolongation of the permit. But I 
would not have had the strength to do it. Rather go to hell and per- 
dition in Barcelona. Our soldiers had lost Teruel again, they were 
being driven back through the icy fields. Why should I flee from an 
imagined madness? 

Now the man was stamping lisa’s passport. 

It was she who had found the car to take us out of the town: one of 
the cars of the British Embassy. No other vehicle had been available 
for days ahead. The last week had been racked by air raids and 
hunger. There was no bread in Barcelona, and no tobacco to assuage 
that nagging suction in one’s stomach. The morning befoi‘e we left we 
had passed the fish stdlls of the Rambla de las Flores in our desperate 
search for cigarettes for me; there had been a single heap of little 
quayside fish spread out on one of the boards, with a slip of paper 
stuck on a wire saying; ‘‘Half-pound — ^30 pesetas.” The monthly pay 
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of a Miliciano had been 300 pesetas. While I watched the British 
pennant fluttering on the bonnet of the big car, I had thought of that 
pitiful white paper flag. 

The customs official was buckling up the straps of our three suit- 
cases. 

He had handled my manuscripts with care and respect; evidently 
he believed that I was going to France on some mysterious mission, 
since we had arrived at the customs house in a police car. For the 
beautiful British car had broken down thirty miles from the frontier 
and the men in the roadside garage had been unable to repair it. 
Again I had felt defeated by fate, again I had seen myself as one of 
the soldiers reeling back from Teruel, doomed by fire and snow; but 
the garage owner had rung up the local police, and their rickety car 
had taken us to our destination. It must have been the magic of the 
British flag and lisa’s foreign accent. Blind chance had rescued us 
from blind chance. 

And so we had made La Junquera five minutes before twelve, after 
driving through serried ranks of trees which sprang out of the dark- 
ness into the light cone of the car lamps, and through sleeping vil- 
lages where the rubble of bombed houses littered the road. So it was 
true that I was leaving my country. 

Then we were standing on the road, in front of the barrier. A 
Spanish carabinero on one side, a French gendarme on the other. 
The French road was blocked by heavy lorries, with their rear 
bumpers turned our way: no arms for Spain, I thought. We crossed 
the barrier, the frontier. The gendarme looked at our passports, 
casually, I would have to lug our suitcases up the slope to the French 
customs house, for Ilsa could not carry them; I told her to wait for 
me by the third suitcase and the typewriter. From one of the lorries a 
score of oranges came trickling down on to the frozen road, and two 
of them rolled past me, back to Spain. 

When I came into the bare, narrow office, I was engulfed by the 
fumes of tobacco and a red-hot iron stove. Two men w^re dozing 
behind the counter, wrapped in capes. One of them stirred, stretched, 
yawned, suddenly gave me a sharp look. “You’ve just come out of 
Spain, eh?” and held out his cigarette case. I smoked the fag with 
greed before plunging back into the icy clarity of the night. There 
were no street lamps burning, no more than in Spain; La Junquera 
had been bombed a couple of nights before, and Le Perthus was next 
door to it, near enough for a share of bombs. 

Ilsa was talking to the Spanish sentry, but I did not feel like it. 
I grasped the heavy suitcase, she took the typewriter, and we turned 
our backs on Spain. the sentry called out 
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^^Salud:^ 

We climbed the long, bleak slope without a word. 

There was no bed to be had in Le Perthus that night, because the 
drivers of the lorries which carried oranges from Spain to France had 
occupied the last free corner. I wished I had picked up one of those 
oranges. We were hungry and thirsty. The customs official, an elderly 
Frenchman with long, flowing, black-and-white and tobacco-yellow 
moustaches, suggested that his neighbour might be willing to take us 
to Perpignan in his car. He would like to let us stay overnight in the 
warm customs office, but they had to lock it up at one o’clock. I 
thought of our scanty money and of the ice-cold night, and decided 
to interview the man’s neighbour. After long minutes of knocking 
and waiting on the doorstep, a sleepy fat man in a sleeveless vest and 
half-buttoned trousers opened. Yes, he would take us to Perpignan, 
but first we would have a drink. He put a bottle of wine and three 
glasses on the table: ''To the Spanish Republic ! ” 

Even while he was dressing, he and the other man plied me with 
questions about our war. Then the customs official said: 

" I’ve been in the other war — ^muck and misery and lice ! And now 
they’re pushing us into still another. My boy’s just the right age.’* 
From a paunchy, greasy wallet, he took the photograph of a hefty lad 
ensconced in an ill-fitting uniform. "That’s him. That man Hitler’s 
going to muck things up for us, and the second war will be worse than 
the first. I’m sorry for you people over there. We don’t want wars, 
what we want is to live in peace, all of us, eVen if it’s not much of a 
life. But those politicians — to hell with aU politicians ! And ybu, what 
are you? ” 

"A Socialist.” 

' "Well, so am I, of course, if you know what I mean. But politics in 
general are muck. If they kill my boy . . . We didn’t fight to have 
another war on our hands, but if they ask for it they’ll get it in the 
neck again. Only, what I say is, why can’t people live in peace? ” 

It was getting on for three when we reached Perpignan. The 
streets were deserted, but they were lit. We gaped at'the street lamps 
which exhibited their light so shamelessly. One of the light cones fell 
into our hotel room, I made a movement as if to draw the curtains 
and leave the light outside in the cold of the night. 

lisa slept the sleep of exhaustion; she had warned me that once in 
France, she would let herself drop. But I listened to the street noises 
through the thin crust of my slximber. At seven I was wide awake and 
could no longer bear being shut up in the room. The walls were 
closing in on me. I dressed noiselessly and went out into a street full 
of bustling people and pale, frosty sunshine. A young girl in a white 
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apron, a short black skirt and silk stockings, pretty as a servant-girl in 
a comedy, was arranging the shelves in a baker’s shop window. Rolls, 
buns, croissants^ pastry, long staves of white bread, on trays whose 
golden-brown wood looked as though it had been toasted in the oven. 
The cold air carried a whiff of fresh bread to me; it smelt of sun- 
drenched women. The sight and smell of the bread made me vora- 
ciously hungry, voluptuously hungry. 

“ Can you give me some croissants? ” I asked the girl. 

How many, monsieur? ” 

As many as you like, half a dozen ...” 

She looked at me out of clear, friendly, compassionate eyes and 
said: ""You’ve come from Spain? I’ll give you a dozen, you’ll eat all 
of them.” 

I ate some in the street and took the rest up to our room. lisa was 
still fast asleep. I put one of the croissants on the pillow close to her 
face, and its smell woke her. 

We were walking lazily through the streets, because it was pleasant 
to stroll and to look at people and shops, although our errand was 
rather urgent. We had to go to the bank where Poldi had deposited 
money in lisa’s name, in exchange for some of our own money which 
he had needed on his departure from Barcelona. The sum would be 
just enough to get us to Paris and to allow us two — ^perhaps three — 
weeks of rest without immediate financial worries. The future seemed 
simple and clear. I would soon get well, away from the air raids. In 
the meantime we would work for our people in Paris. So many 
articles waiting to be written by her, so many human stories waiting 
to be written by me. Then we would return to Spain, to Madrid. 
Everything would come right. We had to be in Madrid in the hour of 
victory, and we would. The only thing which still had power to hurt 
lisa was the fact that we had not stayed on in Madrid, as was our 
right and our duty. 

But then there was no deposit in lisa’s name at any of the banks in 
Perpignan. He 'must have forgotten about it; his brain had had 
black-outs. 

We counted and recounted our money. At the official rate of 
exchange, we had brought four hundred francs out of Spain. Not 
enough for two third-class tickets to Paris or for a week’s board at the 
hotel in Perpignan. We felt stunned. What was there we could sell? 
We had nothing but shabby clothes, papers, and an old Paisley 
shawl. Pawn the typewriter? But that would rob us of our tool. 

I left Ilsa resting on the bed, escaping into sleep, and went down 
for a drink in the hotel courtyard. When I saw Sefton Delmer sitting 
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there in the centre of a boisterous group it bothered me. I did not 
want him to know about our quandary. But he took our presence in 
Perpignan for granted and spoke only of the new car he had come to 
fetch, in place of the old, war-worn Ford two-seater which he had 
taken across the frontier for the last time and would pension off now. 
I looked at the new car and listened to reminiscences about the 
exploits of the old little car, and wondered whether the Ford would 
be chucked on the scrap-heap just like the typewriter which I had 
mended. I felt a secret bitterness and envy, and asked Delmer what 
was going to happen to the Ford. Oh, his colleague Chadwick who 
had brought the new car from Paris would take it over — the fellow 
there with the sloping forehead. He was going to drive it back to Paris 
in a couple of hours. 

Quaking with excitement, I asked as casually as I could whether 
Mr. Chadwick by any chance had room to take us along in the car. 
We had little luggage and wanted to go to Paris ourselves. Well — 
there might just be room if we didn’t mind being uncomfortable. 
I said we did not mind, and went to wake lisa, proud as though I had 
handled Fate well. At five in the afternoon we were on our way to 
Paris where our driver-host had to be by noon the next day. 

The joxirney was our salvation and my nightmare. In the fading 
light, every twist of the road on the flats threatened destruction. I was 
sickeningly afraid of a malicious, senseless accident, of a sudden twist 
of the cog-wheels to remind us that there was no escape from the 
crushing mechanism of life. When we began to climb the Central 
Plateau (on the map this looked like the shortest route to Paris) the 
roads were frosted and the car slithered on the hairpin bends. Chad- 
wick was a bold and good driver, and I had enough road discipline 
not to say anything to him, but I had to press myself into lisa to still 
my trembling. With the same blue-print clarity with which I ima- 
gined the course and effect of a bomb, I now imagined the skid, the 
clash, and the cruel mutilation. Once we went into a lonely tavern to 
warm ourselves and have a quick supper. We lost our road, and found 
it again. The sleet turned into prickfing snow. We went on and on, 
while I was digging my fingers into lisa’s arm. 

Then, shortly before dawn, when we were planing down some- 
where near Clermont-Ferrand, Chadwick stopped the car. He was at 
the end of his resistance, he had to sleep for an hour or so. Ilsa stowed 
herself away in the hollow space between the tool-box at the back of 
the seat, and the low roof. Chadwick fell asleep over the steering- 
wheel. I tried to do the same in my corner, now that I had slightly 
more room. The cold numbed me and I had to move, as I could not 
sleep. Cautiously I opened the door, and walked up and down, the 
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stretch of road. It was a grey misty dawn, chill and moist. The soil 
was frozen hard. A few trees along the road were gaunt skeletons. On 
the top of a near-by hill, a tall chimney overtowering the blurred, 
dark bulk of a factory was belching forth dark smoke. Workers were 
passing me on their bicycles, first single, then in droves; their red 
rear lamps dotted a side-path leading to the factory. Suddenly the 
screech of a siren split the air; dense white steam spurted from the 
side of the tall chimney-stack and curled away in the thinning grey 
mist. 

Nausea gripped me when I was not prepared for it. I vomited in 
the middle of the road, and then I stood there, frozen, trembling, 
clammy with sweat, my teeth chattering. 

Was there no cure for me? Here I had been watching the chimney 
and the very steam which produced the shrill whisde; I might have 
known that it was coming; I knew that it meant the beginning of a 
morning shift of work, and not an air raid. I knew that I was in 
France, in peace. And yet I was the puppet of my body and nerves. 
Not until nearly half an hour passed did I wake the others. Chadwick 
grumbled because I had let him oversleep past six o’clock; I said that 
I would have hated to wake him, exhausted as he was. I could not 
have told him that it would have shamed me too much, had he seen 
me pallid and trembling. 

It was cold and sunny when we entered Paris. Chadwick, in a 
hiirry, gave us the address of a cheap hotel in Montparnasse, and we 
went there in a taxi. The noise of the city bewildered me. Thinly 
joking, I said to lisa: 

‘'Hotel Delambre, Rue Delambre — ^if you pronounce it the 
Spanish way it becomes Hotel del Hambre and Rue del Hambre.” 

Hunger Hotel and Hunger Street. 

The small bedroom on the third floor smelt of cooking and a dirty 
street. It had wallpaper with pink and mauve roses like cabbages on 
a grey-blue ground, a big shameless bed which filled half the space, 
a yellow wardrobe which creaked but did not quite shut, a deal 
table, and a white enamel basin with nickelled taps and no hot 
water. Madame, the wife of the hotel-keeper, had been handsome 
and was by now formidable, with jet-black eyes and a thin-lipped 
mouth. Her husband had a big flabby walrus moustache, and a big 
flabby body; whenever he could, he slipped out of the parlour into 
the street and left his wife to keep guard behind the glass door. It was 
cheaper to rent the room for a month, but when we had paid for it in 
advance we had just enough money left to eat our fill during three 
days. The small restaurants of the quarter offered set meals at seven 

312 



francs, with bread d discretion included in the menu; coming out of 
Spain, one full meal a day seemed enough to us, once our jSrst hunger 
was stilled. We imagined that we would manage to live on twenty 
francs a day. To tide us over, there were a few fbings — our watches, 
my fountain pen, the Paisley shawl — ^which we could pawn at the 
Mont-de-PiitS^ for sums small enough to make us certain of being able 
to redeem them. And I would begin to earn money without delay. 

I went to the Spanish Embassy, The Counsellor, Jaime Garner, 
received me with sympathy and scepticism, gave me introductions to 
a couple of Left papers, but warned me that I would find it extremely 
difficult to break into the charmed circle of French literary sets 
without strong backing either by a party or else by one of the acknow- 
ledged writers. I knew that I would have neither. 

Vincens, at the beginning Press Attache, later head of the Spanish 
Bureau de Tourisme — one of the main propaganda agencies — ^invited 
us to lunch, which was very welcome, and gave me another intro- 
duction to yet another Left periodical. 

Professor Dominois, who had been Poldi^s fidend, a French 
Socialist, staunch supporter of Republican Spain and expert on 
Central European politics, summoned us to the Caf6 de Flore, 
tumbled out of a taxi, his bulging, stained waistcoat half unbuttoned, 
his gold pince-nez dancing on a black cord, and his brief-case spilling 
papers, and with immense goodwill expounded large-scale plans for 
our future propaganda work — ^for the Spanish Embassy. 

With a bundle of amateurish translations of my Madrid stories I 
made the round of the editors. Some of the sketches were accepted 
and set up in print, only to perish “on the marble”, on the slab 
which was the graveyard of unimportant contributions; some were 
published; and two were even paid. The proofs of a short sketch 
which the Nouvelle Revue Frangaise took, but never actually published, 
helped us to impress Madame and the hotel-keeper for a whole fort- 
night. lisa was luckier; she placed articles of hers and a few transla- 
tions of my tales in Swiss Socialist papers which paid punctually 
although meagrely. Later on we met a Swedish girl who out of enthus- 
iasm (because she recognized lisa as the heroine of a broadcast by a 
Swedish journalist back from Madrid) translated two stories from 
Valor y Miedo; the stories were published and paid, miraculously. 
Collected in a folder, the sum total of our fi:ee-lance efforts during 
the first few months looked encouraging. We told ourselves and one 
another that, single-handed, we had made people abroad read about 
the Spaxiish war just when they were getting tired of it and when the 
Press treated it as stale news. But though it had taken ail our com- 
bined energy to achieve even so much, it was shockingly little com- 
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pared with the task, and it did not satisfy our need for work. Also, it 
brought us no more than a sporadic trickle of cash. Soon we were in 
arrears with the rent, chained by this debt to a hotel which we had 
learnt to hate for its very air and for the tiny, greedy ants nesting in 
its walls; and we often went hungry. 

Ilsa was no more fit for systematic work than I was. In the evenings 
she was feverish and almost immobilized by rheumatic pains; half an 
hour’s walk would exhaust her to the verge of tears. When we had 
come to France, she had begged me to give her time to recover her 
strength. Now, it made me furiously angry and depressed when she 
had to go out in search of work or of a friend from whom to borrow a 
small sum to keep us going. She found a few lessons, but none of her 
pupils could afford to pay more than a pittance, and one of them was 
just able to pay her a white coffee and roll in the cafe where they met. 
I found an agency for commercial translations which paid at the rate 
of one franc per hundred words, with a guaranteed minimum of 
three francs. They had hundreds of people on their waiting lists, 
mainly for translations from and into German, but occasionally they 
sent lisa a few lines to translate into French from one of the Scandi- 
navian languages, and they gave me Spanish work to do. Mostly it 
was a question of short advertisements netting five francs apiece, 
enough for bread and cheese. But once they sent me a patent to trans- 
late into Spanish. When I started to type, one of the letter-levers 
broke. It was nothing short of disaster, for the patent was long 
enough to promise warm meals for at least five days. I sat and 
thought for a long time, while Ilsa was trying to sleep. It was exhila- 
rating and exciting to grapple wtih a purely mechanical adversity. 
When I hit upon my great invention and repaired the lever with 
piano wire, it made me happy for days. I am still proud of it, and the 
lever is still working. 

Yet there were far too many days in endless weeks when we lived 
on bread and black coffee. This was before we were able to buy a 
little spirit-lamp, a stewing-pot, and a frying-pan; we had not even 
yet asked Madame’s permission to cook in our room. The sluttish 
chambermaid had told us that Madame did not like dish-washing in 
the basin, and we were too conscious of our standing debt to ask for 
favours. But even a few consecutive days of bread and coffee at the 
counter — ^where the coffee is cheaper and thinner than in the cafe 
proper — ^made us very weak. Neither of us had quite got over the 
effects of the lean times in Spain. When I was empty of food, my 
brain grew feverish and sluggish at the same time. Often it seemed 
more reasonable to stay in bed and doze, than to go out and pawn 
my watch once again, or to borrow five francs from people who had 
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little more than ourselves — ^for it was still preferable to ask them 
rather than people who lived a normal, comfortable life. It had been 
very much easier to go hungry in Spain, together with everybody 
else and for a reason which made it worth while, than to go hungry in 
Paris because we found no work and had no money, while the shops 
were brimming over with food. 

Sometimes Ilsa had a spurt of desperate courage and forced her- 
self to ask help from one of her well-to-do friends, afraid that he 
might resent it as sponging. But she was so scared of meeting 
Madame’s hostile eyes and of being asked when we would pay the 
rent, that it was usually I who sneaked past the glass door and went 
out in quest of money for bread and cigarettes. If I waited long 
enough at the corner of our street, outside the Cafe de Dome, I 
would see somebody whom I knew from Spain, or one of Ilsa’s 
refugee friends, people who would give away whatever they could 
spare, as easily and naturally as the waiters and I had pooled our 
cigarettes in Madrid, in the days of scarcity, aware that the other’s 
turn to give or take would come any time. 

If the only person I met had just enough money to pay me a coffee 
in the newly opened, glistening bar of the Dome, I would gratefully 
stay there, accept a cigarette from the waiter, and listen to his stories, 
bandy jokes with the pretty German girl who claimed to be the only 
painter’s model with a Renoir behind, stare back at English and 
American tourists who had come to get a glimpse of bohenadan life, 
and then return to the hotel, defeated, only to make the journey a 
second time late at night. When I was lucky, I fetched Ilsa down, 
walking between her and the glass door in the hotel lobby; then we 
would eat sausages at the bar, in an elated and mischievous mood 
because Madame had not accosted us and because we were alive, no 
longer buried in our stale-smelling room. 

Ilsa did not like to stay in the bar. The noise made her restless. She 
would have a chat with the flower-seller outside, a stout, florid, im- 
perious woman who used to discuss her flowers and the articles in the 
Humanite with Ilsa. Or she would walk round the other corner to the 
second-hand bookshop behind a narrow blue-painted door, where 
the wife of the languid, handsome owner — ^a small, cuddly provoca- 
tive girl with rolling black eyes and dyed yellow hair — ^let her browse 
among the books, borrow a battered volume for a franc, and, in days 
of affluence, buy a book with the certainty that the shop would take 
it back at half the price. The bookshop flaunted surrealism, in the 
primitive guise of absurd, incongruously matched toys hung up in a 
bird-cage or dangling from the wall in front of family portraits of the 
plush era. But they had very good books. There were two cats, a 
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beautiful dwarf Siamese she-cat and a huge black Persian who was 
castrated and sat motionless while the Siamese, on heat, dragged 
herself in frenzy along the floor in front of him. 

I felt smothered in the back-room of the bookshop, and it did not 
give me any pleasure to read pages out of books by Andr6 Gide, 
which seemed beautifully, austerely unreal, remote and chill. I pre- 
ferred to move among the people in the street and the bar. 

Every day, just after dark, a little man arrived at the bar of the 
Caf6 de Dome and took up his post at one end of the horseshoe table. 
He always wore the same shiny dark suit on his round little body and 
the same rusty bowler hat on his round little head, topping a feature- 
less, round face with a very French moustache. He looked like any 
old clerk of any old-fashioned notary, one of those notaries who live 
in ancient, leaning houses and have a gloomy ofiice, where stacks of 
dossiers tied with red tape pile up in every corner, and an indigenous 
population of rats grow fat and respectable on a diet of yellowed 
paper and crumbs of bread and cheese scattered among the files. 

The little man would lift his forefinger, slowly and deliberately, 
crook it, and wave it at the waiter inside the horseshoe of the bar. 
The waiter would put a glass of colourless liquid in front of the little 
man, pour into it a few drops from a bottle, and a poisonous yellow- 
green cloud would mount in the transparent fluid until the whole 
glass was aglow with it; it was Pernod, The little man would plant his 
elbow on the bar table, bend his hand outward at a right angle, rest 
his chin on his hand, and stare at the greenish drink. Suddenly he 
would shake off his meditation; his head would jerk free, his arm 
extend stifiiy from the elbow, his forefinger point accusingly into the 
void, his eyes pop and swivel in their sockets, in a swift survey of the 
circle of customers leaning at the bar. Then his finger and eyes would 
stop, and aim straight at someone’s face. The victim would grin and 
wriggle. The stabbing forefinger would trace signs, affirmative and 
negative, questioning and persuasive, while the empty features of the 
little man would contract in a series of rapid gestures, illustrating the 
rhetoric of the finger. But his body would remain motionless and the 
words and chuckles which his lips formed never became sound. The 
grimacing head looked like one of those toy heads of painted rubber 
which move and gesticulate as you squeeze and release their necks in 
your hand. Then the play would suddenly stop, the little man would 
drink a sip of his Pernod and fall back into meditation for a few 
minutes, only to resimie his mute soliloquy in an altered key, with the 
same mute vigour. 

He would go on like this for hours, never moving from his place, 
from time to time crooking his finger to order another Pernod. 
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People tried to make him speak, but I never heard a word come from 
his lips. When his eyes looked straight into yours you knew that they 
never saw you. They were the windows of an empty house; there 
was nobody left inside the skin of the body. The man had gone 
quietly mad. 

But I was no longer afraid of going mad. My illness had been fear 
of destruction and fear of the rift within myself; it was an illness 
which equally threatened all the others, unless they were emptied of 
thought and will, gesticulating puppets like the little man at the bar. 
True, the others had built up more defences, or possessed greater 
powers of resistance, or had fought their way to a greater spiritual 
clarity than I. But I might fight my own way to clarity, and I might 
be able to help others in the end, if I traced my mental disease — this 
disease which was not only mine — ^back to its roots. 

In those noisy summer evenings when I was alone among strangers, 
I realized that I did not want to write articles and propaganda 
stories, but to shape and express my vision of the life of my own 
people, and that, in order to clarify this vision, I had first to under- 
stand my own life and mind. 

There was no discharge, no release, no truce in the war I carried in 
my self. So much I knew. How could there have been, when the war 
riding its course in my country was being dwarfed by the forces lining 
up for the other war and by the deadly menace to all freedom of 
spirit? 

The drone of passenger planes always carried a threat; it reminded 
me of the giant Junkers whose cushioned seats could so easily be 
replaced by bombing gear. I was waiting for German bombs to fall on 
Paris. 

Every Thursday, the air-raid sirens of Paris blew their whistles for 
a quarter of an hour, beginning at noon; long before the test alert 
started, I was preparing myself for its impact, without ever prevent- 
ing the bitter juice of nausea from filling my mouth. 

Once I was waiting on a Metro platform and quietly talking to 
lisa, when I vomited; and only in the grip of the convulsion did I 
become consciously aware of the train rumbling overhead. 

In the white-tiled, glistening underground passage of the Ghatelet 
stg.tion I was obsessed with the vision of crowds trapped during an 
air raid combined with a gas attack. I looked at big buildings to assess 
their potential resistance to bombs. 

I was sentenced to a perpetual a\(^areness of the oncoming clash in 
its physical form, as I was sentenced to feel the helplessness and 
muddled violence of its victims and fighters in my own mind. But I 
could not speak to others than Ilsa about it. 
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The Frenchmen I knew were scarcely hiding their frightened im- 
patience with the Spanish fight; they resented the writing on the 
wall, because they still clutched at their hope of peace for themselves. 
The political refugees from Austria whom I met through lisa were 
harassed by their knowledge of developments in their country, 
recently occupied by Hitler, and by the doom hanging over Czecho- 
slovakia; yet even so they found cover behind their group doctrines, 
ambitions, and feuds. A single one of them, young Karl Gzernetz, 
realized that international Socialism had lessons to learn from the case 
history offered by Spain’s bleeding body and overwhelmed us with, 
questions about the mass movements, political parties, social and 
psychological factors in the Spanish war; the others seemed to have 
their explanations pat. As to Spaniards, those whom I met in ofiicial 
and semi-oflBcial departments may have been seared by our war as I 
was, but they were profoundly afraid of anything outside the shelter- 
ing official or party line. I was as much a stranger to them as to the 
others, although I was far Srom glorying in an isolation which reduced 
my radius of action. The alternative, however, was worse, because it 
would have meant bartering away my independence of thought and 
expression in exchange for conditional support and help, and for a 
party label which would have been a lie. 

Even in my own ears my purpose sounded crazily audacious: to 
make people abroad see and understand enough of the human and 
social substance of our war to realize how it linked up with their own 
latent, but relentlessly approaching fight. Yet as I strove to control 
and define my mental reactions, the conviction grew in me that the 
inner conflicts behind those reactions tortured not only me, the indi- 
vidual, but the minds of coxmtless other Spaniards as well; that 
indeed they would rend the minds of coimtless men throughout the 
world once the great clash engulfed them. 

If others, then, felt no urge to search for the causes and the chain of 
causes, I felt it. If they were content to speak of the guilt of Fascism 
and Capital and the final victory of the people, I was not. It was not 
enough; we were all bound up in the chain and had to fight ourselves 
free from it. It seemed to me that I might better understand what 
was happening to my people and to our world, if I uncovered the 
forces which made me, the single man, feel, act, blunder, and fight 
as I did. 

I began to write a book about the world of my childhood and 
youth. At first I wanted to call it 7~he Roots^ and describe in it the 
social conditions among the Castilian workers at the beginning of the 
century, in the villages and slums I had known. But I caught myself 
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out putting down too many general statements and reflections which 
I believed but could not check, because they did not grow out of my 
own experience and mind. 

I tried to wipe the slate of my mind clean of all reasoning and 
to go back to my beginnings, to things which I had smelt, seen, 
touched, and felt and which had hammered me into shape by their 
impact. 

At the beginning of my conscious life I found my mother. Her 
work-worn hands dipping into the icy water of the river. Her soft 
fingers stroking my tousled hair. The black-coated earthenware pot 
in which she brewed her coffee out of a week’s dregs. At the bottom 
of my memory I found the picture of the tall arch of the King’s 
Bridge with the Royal coach guarded by red-and-white horsemen 
rolling past, high above our heads, washerwomen beating linen down 
by the river bank, boys fishing rubber balls out of the big black sewer 
canal, and an Asturian woman singing: 

Por debajo del puente 
nopasanadie^ 
tan solo el polvo 
que lleva el aire . . . 

Under the bridge 
nobody goes, 
only the dust 
that the wind blows. 

There I started. I called the book La Forja, The Forge, and wrote 
it in the language, words, and images of my boyhood. But it took 
long to write, because I had to dig deep into myself. 

About that time we had a windfall; Ilsa earned an English pound, 
worth i8o francs at the exchange rate of the week. We bought the 
spirit-lamp and the frying-pan of which we had spoken so much, and 
two plates, two forks, two spoons, and a knife. I remembered the 
smell and splutter of the frying-pan in my mother’s old attic, and 
cooked Spanish dishes for us. They were poor people’s dishes, but to 
me they tasted of my country: firesh sardines, potatoes, meat-balls, 
fried in sizzling oil, even if it was not olive oil. I had never cooked 
before, but I recalled the movements of my mother’s hands: “Now 
what was it she did then . . .” 

It was something of alchemy and white magic. While I was frying 
fat sardines in front of the black, useless fireplace, I told Ilsa about the 
attic, the passage, the staircase, the street, the sounds and the smells 
of El Avapi^s. They overlaid the noises and vapours of the Rue 
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Delambre. Then, before going back to the typewriter, I would stretch 
out on the floor, my head on lisa’s lap and her fingers in my hair, and 
listen to her warm voice. 

At the upper end of our short street was the market of the quarter. 
We went out together to select vegetables for a salad and to find the 
cheapest fish on the slab. Many times we were saved from another 
hungry day by cuttlefish, which few people bought and the fish- 
monger was glad to give away for a mere nothing. They looked ugly, 
slimy, and unclean. But I stripped off their many layers of trans- 
parent skin, until the only thing left was the firm flesh with its 
mother-of-pearl glints,* I prepared a glorious sauce out of their own 
inky fluid, oil, bay leaves, fried garlic, and a drop of vinegar, in 
which I simmered the white strips of flesh. And then the whole room 
smelt like Miguel’s kitchen at the foot of the Rock of Ifach. On other 
days, lisa would have an attack of nostalgic cooking and insist on 
preparing a Viennese dish for once, under my critical eyes. Late in 
the evening, when I no longer dared to go on typing, afraid of pro- 
voking a complaint by other lodgers, we would stroll down to St. 
Germain des Pres, watch the blue glow of the sky, and guard the 
frail bubble of our gaiety. 

When we had a small sum of money beyond the needs of a single 
day, we were not reasonable. Instead of doling it out carefully, we 
would celebrate each small victory in a skirmish with existence by 
eating a full meal in a real restaurant, with the bottle of cheap red 
wine that went with it. Usually we sat under the striped awning of 
the Restaurant Boudet in the Boulevard Raspail, because I liked its 
blend of noisy American students, desiccated Parisian clerks, and 
stodgy provincial families on an outing, and because I liked gazing 
at the spacious boulevard with its air of shabby gentility and the 
fringe of paintings — ^sunsets, lilac in a blue vase, coy, pink-hued 
maidens — ^which was spread out along the kerb on the other side. 
Also, Boudet’s gave a good meal for eight francs or substantial dishes 
d. la cartel and they were generous with their white bread, which 
circulated fireely in big baskets filled and refilled by the waitresses. 

On hot evenings, when I was smothered by the walls of our close 
room and wanted to see people an^ lights, to hear anonymous voices, 
and feel the slight breeze after dusk, we went to Boudet’s even if we 
had no more than five francs between us. Then we ordered a single 
dish, sadly refused the wine which the waitress would automatically 
put on the table, and secure one of the baskets with much bread in it. 
But it happened early in the summer, when we ordered a dish of 
macaroni and a second plate, that the elderly, broad-faced waitress 
leaned over our table and said: You must eat more, this isn’t good 
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for you.” lisa looked up into the fiiendly face and said lightly: '^It 
doesn’t matter, we can’t afford more to-day. Next time, perhaps.” 

Next time we asked for a single dish again, the waitress stood there, 
solid and firm, and said: ‘‘I’m going to bring you the set meal, it’s 
very nice to-day. Madame says you’ve got credit with us and can 
order what you Kke.” 

I went to see Madame, like a stammering schoolboy. She was sit- 
ting behind her cash-register, in a black dress, a black-and-white cat 
by her side, but unlike most of the proprietresses of French restaur- 
ants entrenched behind their cash-box, she was not florid and high- 
bosomed, nor did she wear her black satin like impenetrable armour. 
She was small, thin, and lively, short in her speech like a mother of 
many children. Oh yes, it was all right. I did not know when we 
would get money to pay accounts? That did not matter. We would 
pay in the end. She cut short my halting explanations of our financial 
situation: we would order what we needed, on account, and pay 
when we had the money. It was her risk. 

We rationed our visits to Boudet’s; but even so we went there often 
enough when we had no cash for food to cook in our room or when 
we wanted to breathe freely. By the end of September, we had 
accumulated a debt of almost six hundred firancs. The kindly warmth 
of the two women never changed; they never assumed a proprietary 
air. Sometimes I went to eat there merely to bask in their human 
welcome. How much it helped us to overcome our physical depres- 
sion, how much it helped me to work without the dread of the next 
hour when I would have to sneak out and hunt for a few pieces of 
silver, I cannot tell. But it was certainly my secret ambition then to 
pay my moral debt — I paid the cash debt, ludicrously, out of two 
thousand francs I gained on a single lottery ticket bought in cynical 
despair, with my last ten firancs, on a grey rainy day — and to pay it in 
the face of the world, in print, as I am now doing. 

That blue-and-golden September was the September of Munich. 

For weeks the Frenchmen round us had been discussing the chances 
of a peace at any price paid by others than themselves. They began to 
look askance at foreigners who embodied an uncomfortable warning 
and the threat of political complications. The ugly word sale meteque 
was spreading. Whatever its origin, its meaning was clear enotigh: it 
hit aliens other than Englishmen and Americans in the back. I heard 
a drunkard spit “Dirty nigger I” into the yellow-grey face of a half- 
caste who wore two rows of ribbons from the last war on his lapel 
The workers to whose conversations I listened in the bistro were con- 
fused and uncertain; why should they fight for a bureaucracy going 
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Fascist, for a Government of Big Btisiness? Look at Spain. It showed 
what happened to the people who risked their lives to defend freedom 
— ^isn’t it so, Spaniard? It was hard for me to answer them; they did 
not hate war more than I did; I distrusted their Government as much 
as they did. Whatever I said about the need to fight for one^s chance 
of a better social order rang hollow, because it had been said so 
often; the word liberty sounded ironical. 

An increasing number of refugees applying at the Prefecture for 
the monthly or bi-monthly prolongation of their Aliens’ Registration 
Card (the Recepisse) were told that they would have to leave the 
country within eight days. At the corner of the Cafe de D6me I 
heard about many who had left Paris to tramp the roads to the south 
rather than be arrested and taken across the Belgian frontier — or 
dumped on the German frontier and left to their fate. 

Republican Spaniards, too, met with increasing official disap- 
proval. Franco’s armies had cut Loyal Spain into two shrinking areas 
and were threatening Catalonia, When, in our turn, we went to the 
Prefecture (on foot, because we had just the amount to pay the fee for 
the prolongation of our Recepisse)^ we discussed soberly what we 
would do if they refused us the permit to stay in the country any 
longer. Go back to Spain — ^my book half written — ^my sanity half 
restored — ^in the certainty that we would not be given work to do? 
We had a standing invitation to England, and Ilsa talked of going 
there almost as if it were her home; but how could we muster the 
money for the fere within eight days? It was a blind alley. Then, 
when the morose official prolonged our permits without the slightest 
hitch, we walked down the stairs hand in hand, like children coming 
out of school; but my legs felt hollow. 

In the evenings people stood about on the boulevards in tight 
clusters, reading and commenting on the multiple late editions of 
Paris-Soir. Hitler spoke. Chamberlain spoke. What about Czecho- 
slovakia? It was war or no war. In our streets, one of the grocery 
shops was shut: the owner had gone home to his family in the 
country. On the following day two more of the shops in the Rue 
Hjelambre were shut because their owners had taken their families to 
the country. It was a nightmare to think what would happen in this 
Paris if the war were to break out; the very first thing would be chaos 
in the food supply because those people had no thought but to escape 
from the bombs. It was bitter and strengthening to think of our 
people in Madrid who were still carrying on, with the second year of 
the si^e approaching its end. 

On July the 14th, when the dull detonations of festive fireworks 
had shaken the town and coloured flashes ringed the horizon, I had 



gone underground, into the shelter of the nearest Metro station, 
because I could not bear the sounds and the tremor of the earth; in 
the streets, people had been singing and dancing in a strained, hectic 
effort to recapture the joyous relief of a half-forgotten victory of free- 
dom. Now, when I knew the threat to be real and not a figment of 
my brain, I could stand it, for war was inevitable, and war against 
the aggressor at this moment would save Spain, the world’s battered 
vanguard. And if there was war, it would be better to be in its heart 
and have a share in it. The French might begin by putting all 
foreigners into concentration camps, but they would admit us to 
co-operation in the end, because we were the veterans of their own 
fight. 

It dawned on me then that I was regaining control of myself. I had 
learnt many lessons. 

On the day when huge posters mobilizing several French age- 
classes invaded walls and hoardings, the owner of the Hotel Delambre 
called me into the parlour. 

This means war. If the rest of your debt to us is not paid by Sun- 
day, I’ll go to the police about it. We can’t have foreigners without 
any income — I’ve spoken about you to the police anyhow. On Mon- 
day we’ll shut up the hotel and go away to the coui^try. Paris will be 
bombed at once, it will be the first town they bomb.” 

Ilsa was in bed with ’flu. I walked through the streets of Paris 
without wanting to go anywhere. At the Porte d’Orldans, private 
cars loaded with suitcases and bundles crept forward on a broad 
front, blocking each other’s way out of the city. The railway stations 
were beleaguered by crowds, sullen, silent, and uneasy. Rows of 
shops had shuttered doors and windows. This was panic about to 
break loose. 

I went back to our room to look after Ilsa and to eat something. 
But all we had in store were a few potatoes and half a loaf of bread, 
infested in all its pores by the tiny red ants which clutched at their 
pasture and would not be shaken off. I went back into the street and 
asked the waiter in the D6me to give me a glass of red wine, which I 
poured down my throat. He filled it afresh, absent-minded, staring 
past my shoulder at the stream of cars on the boulevard, cars with big 
trunks on their luggage-grids. 

“Those swine — ^it’s the barracks for us, and they . . , Well, we’ll 
have to cut the throats of quite a lot of people, just as you did in 
Spain.” 

Somebody shook me by the shoulder. “Well, well, what are you 
doing here, Barea? And how’s Ilsa? Come and have a look at my car. 
But where is Ilsa? How’s life? ” 

TC : X* 
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It was Miguel, the Cuban, who had drifted into besieged Madrid 
out of curiosity, out of sympathy, and out of the urge to escape from 
his own empty life. In Spain he used to say that he loved Ilsa like a 
sister; now he insisted on seeing her at once. He was appalled at the 
squalor of our room, appalled at our drawn faces, and he over- 
whelmed me with reproaches because I had never sought him out in 
Paris during the past months when he had been flinging away his 
money. Now, as though to punish me for my constant fear of a blind, 
cruel, senseless chance, this chance meeting saved us from an en- 
counter with a hostile police. Miguel gave me the money to buy our- 
selves free from the hotel then and there. We knew where to go; 
friends who looked after the empty flat of a Norwegian journalist, 
with the right to sub-let, had offered us a room which seemed un- 
believably bright, clean, and airy, but which we had been unable to 
take as long as our debt tied us to the hotel. We moved in on the 
following morning, although the hotel-keeper suddenly asked me to 
stay: the Pact of Munich had been signed and he no longer thought 
it necessary to leave Paris and shut his hotel. 

Munich destroyed Spain’s last hope. It was clear beyond any 
doubt that no country in Europe would lift a finger to help us against 
Hitler and his Spanish friends. Russia would have to withdraw her 
assistance, already painfully reduced; her open intervention in Spain 
would have meant that the whole of Europe would fall on Russia 
herself and destroy her. For the immolation of Czechoslovakia and 
the weak submission of the Great Powers to Hitier’s ultimatum had 
not provoked a wave of anger and contempt for the dictator; they 
had provoked a tidal wave of fear, naked fear of war and destruction, 
which bred the urge to deflect that war and destruction on to others. 

The Frenchmen with whom I spoke were brutally open. They 
were ordinary men with small incomes and small ambitions, trying 
to build up their savings account against old age, disliking the very 
memory of the last war. They would have welcomed it if, after 
Czechoslovakia, they could have directed the dictator’s greed and 
fury against another country which he might crush, while his feelings 
towards France would soften. For France was innocent. France 
wanted to live at peace with the whole world. The true France repu- 
diated the guilty men, the warmongers, the militant socialists, the 
Communists, the Spanish Reds who tried to drag Europe into their 
war; the true France had signed the Munich Pact. 

For a few weeks I, too, felt guiltily glad at the respite from war and 
made myself forget the smell of putrefaction in the country which 
still — ^for how long? — gave us hospitality. It was so great a relief to be 
in the new room, to learn the trick of how to make three francs pro- 
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vide a meal from Trudy, our generous and hard-worked hostess, and 
to write at leisure, to be able to think without petty fears hammering 
at one’s brain! It was the first time since our coming to Paris that I 
could let Ilsa rest at her ease; soon she went to work with her old 
freshness, forcing me to haul the brightest colours and the sharpest 
pains of my childhood out of my secret mind and to give them shape 
in my book. 

The autumn sun was dipping Paris in a golden glow. After our 
meal we used to walk to the Jardin du Luxembourg, slowly, like two 
convalescents, and sit down on a bench in the sunshine. We had to go 
early, for the seats filled quickly with children, nurses, and old people. 
We did not talk much, for to talk of the matters which occupied our 
thoughts was to conjure up nightmares. It was better to sit still and 
look at the dance of the fallow chestnut leaves in the sun-flecked 
avenue. 

An old couple was stopping at the bench opposite ours, she small 
and vivacious, kicking up the sand with the ferrule of her stick, he 
erect and bony, with a white goatee and white, pointed, carefully 
waxed mou§.taches. Before he permitted her to sit down he dusted the 
seat with his silk handkerchief. She wore a dress of black, figured silk, 
and he carried a silver-handled cane under his arm, like an officer’s 
baton. They spoke to each other in a soft murmur, with courteously 
inclined heads. When she moved her tapering fingers in their black 
lace mittens, they looked like the wings of a bird shaking off rain- 
drops. 

Ilsa said: ‘‘When we’re as old as they, we might be rather like 
them. At least, it would be nice. You will be a dried-up, lean old man 
anyhow, and I’ll do my best to become a small, wrinkled old lady. 
We’ll take our afternoon walks in a garden, and warm ourselves in 
the sun, and tell each other about old times, and smile at the dreadful 
things that happened to us when we were younger.” 

“But how will you turn yourself into a little old woman? ” 

“Just as many others do it. My mother, for example, used to be 
quite as round as I am now ” 

“ Come, come, was she? ” 

“For her size I mean. Really, she was quite plump, and now she’s 
getting fragile and shrinking very pleasantly, though I know it 
mostly from her photos . . 

The old man opposite rose, lifted his hat, and stretched out his 
right hand. 

“ Look, now they’ll dance a minuet! ” 

But the old gentleman bowed, kissed his lady’s finger-tips, aiid 
walked sedately down the avenue, his silver-handled cane under Hs 
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arm. Her fingers escaping from the black mittens moved like the 
wings of a bird that cannot fly. 

“ Oh — ^but you won’t do that to me! ” lisa exclaimed, and her eyes 
filled with water. 

“Of course I will, I’ll go to the cafe and sit with my cronies, and 
you can stay in the garden all by yourself.” But then I saw that a 
drop had splashed on to her skirt and was spreading there, and I 
blinked as though grit had got under my eyelids, for nO good reason 
whatsoever. I had to tell her childish stories, until the corners of her 
mouth crinkled in laughter and deepened into the question marks 
which made me feel happy. 

I received a parcel of books firom Spain: Valor y Mtedo had been 
published. But I thought the publishers would not send many copies 
to Madrid where they belonged; Madrid was cut off from Barcelona. 

I read what I had spasmodically written, with the sound of bombs 
in my ear, and some of it I still liked, though much now seemed of 
light weight. Yet it made me glad and proud to think that I had torn 
something straight and simple out of the whirl. 

One of the first copies I gave away — the first of all was lisa’s — 
went to Vicente, the shop assistant of our Spanish greengrocer. The 
owner himself, like most of the Spanish fruiterers in Paris, had no 
liking for the Republicans who wanted to control the export trade, to 
favour co-operatives, to raise the Spanish workers’ wages, and so to 
curtail private profits. His assistants were Republicans for the very 
same reasons. Vicente had invited me to the attic where he lived with 
his thrifty French wife, taken me to the big storehouses in the Halles 
where Spanish packers and porters handled fruit and vegetables 
coming from Valencia and the Canaries, and told me of his secret 
fear that France was going the way of Spain, the way to Fascism or 
civil war. When I gave him my book, he was proud, as though it gave 
him a share in our fight. He dragged me to the little cafe near the 
Halles where the Spaniards met. There they used to collect money for 
the organizations, most of them under Communist leadership, which 
tried to bring relief to Republican Spain. 

The men were shouting and swearing, smoking, drinking, and dis- 
cussing the way of the world with as much swashbuckling gusto as the 
people in Serafin’s tavern during the months before the clash. They 
would not admit that things could go wrong in Spain; France, yes — 
France was going to the dogs because those French had no fight in 

them, but the people of Spain would show them all They fingered 

the pages of my book, looked in it for words to confirm what they 
said, and slapped me on the back. I still spoke their language. But 
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while I was at ease among them, I kept thinking of the other book 
which I was writing so as to understand why we were swayed from 
outburst to passivity, from faith to violence; and it chafed me. 

Another of the copies was a bribe to our concierge. The manager 
of the block of flats in which we lived, a huge modem building with 
central heating and exorbitant rents, disliked our household because 
it consisted of foreigners. Once he came and tried to be offensive; at 
that time a Norwegian couple was living there as well, and the 
manager declared that he did not like it. The authorities would do 
well to keep foreigners under even stricter supervision in^ these turbu- 
lent times when they only caused mischief. It was lucky for us that 
the concierge took our part and gave good reports about us. Thus we 
religiously paid him his tip at the beginning of the month, because it 
was more important than food to us to keep him well disposed, and I 
took pains to do what was just as essential as the tip: I always listened 
to him. He would intercept me in the courtyard and begin his hard- 
luck story. He had lost a leg in the last war, his chest had caved in, 
his wife had no understanding for his lost ambitions, and he had to 
drink so as to keep going. 

Times are bad. . . . Politics, Monsieur! If I had wanted to — now 
look at this.” He would push me into his lodge and point at a diploma 
hanging on the wall. “You see, I was destined for the Bar. Yes, 
though I’m a humble doorkeeper now, I’m an educated man with a 
degree. But that cursed war!” This was his cue to turn back his 
trouser-leg and show me his artificial leg, pink like a doll’s. “Here I 
am, left to rot. This cursed leg ate up my last thousand francs. It 
hurts me to think of what I might have been.” This was the moment 
to invite him to a glass of wine in the bistro. If I failed to respond, he 
guessed the state of my finances and invited me, because he longed to 
display his submerged self and to beg for the listener’s admiration. 
Towards the end of the month, when he had consumed all the tips 
from all the tenants in the huge beehive, he would pounce on me 
when I passed and begin to talk with the supplicating eyes of a dog 
suffering from thirst. He would spread out cuttings describing the 
many battles in which he had fought as a conscript soldier, and he 
would open the case with his Croix de Guerre. The cross had worn 
out the pile of the blue velvet lining. Then he would ask, invariably: 
“And what do you think ofit all?” 

When I gave him my book, he weighed it ceremoniously in his 
hands and said: “Ah — ^the Liberty of the People! But let me tell you, 
we, the Frenchmen, brought Liberty into this world. It was our 

blood that was shed for the liberation of He stopped, twisted 

his moustache which at once dropped limply back into place, and 
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added: “You know what I mean.” His wife was gazing at him with 
the wondering, dark-brown eyes of a cow. 

As time went on, my concierge began to speak of certain unspeci- 
fied difficulties caused by the manager. The point was, there were 
really too many foreigners in Paris. It was not meant against us as 
individuals, but he did not think that the lease of the flat would 
be prolonged on March the ist. The tenant was never there in 
person, and some people considered that it was not right to have a 
centre of aliens in the building. We had many friends, after ail, 
who visited us, hadn’t we? Would we not rather go back to our own 
country? 

The collapse of the Spanish front began on the eve of Christmas, at 
the Ebro. The way to Barcelona lay open. But Madrid still stood. 
The enemy launched no attack on the besieged city; he left it 
in the clutch of hunger and isolation. Nini Haslund had come 
back from her relief work in Spain and told of the despair of the 
mothers, of their dull, nagging, hopeless despair. But there was no 
surrender. 

Paris had grown dark, foggy, and cold. We were alone in the flat, 
for our hosts had gone away to the country, fighting their own battle 
with misery. I had finished my new book, working in spurts when the 
typewriter was not blocked by the translations which helped us to 
live, or by lisa’s laborious and unskilled copying of other people’s 
manuscripts. But when the first rough version of The Forge was com- 
pleted, I sagged. It seemed insolent to hope that it would reach and 
touch people who wanted to hide from their fears and from their 
awareness of the social rift within their own world. It might never be 
printed. I heard it said so often that nobody wanted to hear about 
anything Spanish. If so, my contribution to the battle would be 
futile; for writing was to me part of action, part of our war against 
death and for life, and not just self-expression. 

I had struggled to fuse form and vision, but my words were crude 
because I had had to break away from the conventional rhythms of 
our literature, if I was to evoke the sounds and images of the world 
which had made me and so many of my generation. Had I evoked 
them? I was not sure. I was a learner again, I had to learn how to tell 
my own truth. The conceptions of art of the ptofessional writers did 
not help me; they hardly interested me. Twice a French writer had 
taken me along to a literary gathering, but the self-conscious state- 
ments of people gyrating round one “master” here and another 
“master” there had only filled me with astonished boredom and an 
embarrassing disgust. Now it depressed me to think that I belonged 
nowhere and so might once again condemn myself to uselessness; 
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and yet it was impossible to act on the beliefs of others and not on 
my own unless I wanted to lose whatever virtue there might be in 
me. 

When I was very low in spirit, an unknown Spaniard rang me up. 
He had seen the manuscript of The Forge, as the reader of the French 
publisher to whom I had sent it, and he wanted to discuss it with me. 
The man came, a weak man, split in himself, with his roots in the old 
Spain and his mind groping towards the new, afraid of the pain 
which the final clash inflicted on him and the others. He had not 
greatly liked my way of writing because, as he said, it scared him by 
its brutality; but he had recommended the book for publication 
because it had the force to release things which he and others like 
him kept painfully buried in themselves. 1 saw iiis excitement, his 
relief at the freedom my outspokenness had given him, and S saw 
with amazement that he envied me. The publisher kept the book, 
but never answered. It no longer mattered so much, because that 
other man’s words had told me that the book was alive. 

In the last days of the year 1938, a bitter frost fell on Paris. Pipes 
froze in many houses. We were lucky, because the central heating in 
our flat still worked, and when a young Pole with whom I was 
friends — ^he was on the way to becoming a grimly realistic writer of 
French prose restrained by Gide’s influence — rang me up to ask 
whether we could not rescue him and his wife from their ice-cold, 
waterless flat, I gladly invited them to stay with us. On the next 
morning, two police agents called and asked for our guests; they had 
not informed the Commissariat of their district that they were going 
to spend a night away from their registered address, and it was only 
thanks to their satisfactory conduct so far, and to the French Army 
papers of the young man, that the agents refrained from arresting 
them. All this in pompous official language and without any civility. 
Then we were severely warned not to let foreigners stay with us over- 
night, being foreigners ourselves. Our guests would have to report to 
the Prefecture, and it would cbunt greatly against them. No, they 
could not stay until their pipes unfroze, except with the permit of 
their Commissariat. 

When I left the house that day, the concierge called me into his 
lodge; ‘‘ I’m sorry, but I had to tell the police that you had people 
staying with you overnight who hadn’t given me their papers.You 
see, if I hadn’t told them, somebody else would have done it. The 
manager doesn’t like me as it is. I told you things were getting diffi- 
cult. Well, everyone’s got to look out for himself, I say.” 

A few days later, I met a young Basque whom I knew slightly in 
the bar of the Dome. He told me that the police had asked for his 
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papers three times in a single night, the last time when he was with a 
girl friend in her Hotel Meubl^. He possessed a safe-conduct of 
Franco’s Government, which his father, a manufacturer of San 
Sebastian, had procured for him at the time when he wanted to cross 
the frontier into France; the paper had no validity except for the 
Spanish frontier officials in Irun, but on seeing it, one of the French 
police agents had said: ‘‘Our apologies, we’ve nothing against you, 
but you see, it’s high time we cleared France of all those Reds.” 

When we went to the Prefecture to get the prolongation of our 
Recepisses^ the official subjected us to a lengthy cross-examination. 
Were we refugees? No, we had our passports of the Spanish 
Republic and could return there. Would we not register as refugees 
— ^we would not return to Spain now, would we? We would not 
register as refugees; we insisted on our rights as Spanish citizens. In 
the end he told us that we soon would be refugees anyhow, whether 
we liked it or not, and then our case would be reconsidered. But he 
granted us the prolongation of our papersf — this time. 

In the drab corridor I met Spaniards waiting for their turn; they 
told me of many who had been expelled from Paris and ordered to 
provinces in the north of France. Then I saw a familiar face: “He 
looks worried!” 

“Didn’t you know they’d arrested him and kept him locked up a 
few days, just because they knew he’d been a Minister of the 
Generalitat? ” 

It was Ventura i Gassols, the Catalan poet whom intellectual Paris 
had feted a few years before. He scuttled down the stairs, a hunted 
animal. 

The grey house smelt of rot. 

How could I have been fool enough to think that they, those 
officials and their bosses, would admit us to co-operation in the war 
once it reached France? They were preparing the Maginot Line of 
their caste, and we were the enemy to them. They would try to use 
the war as their tool. In the end it would devour them and their 
country. But we would have to pay the price first. But I did not want 
to become the cannon-fodder of a French Fascism. I would not let 
ourselves be caught in the trap, doubly defeated. 

If we wanted to live and fight, and not to rot and be hunted, we 
had to leave France. Get out of the trap. Go to England — a desperate 
effort would get us the money, even if we had to ask friends again — 
and stay there, free. Not to Latin-America, for our war was fought in 
Europe. But away from this stench of decay. 

There, within the flaky, stale-smelling walls of the Prefecture, I 
was possessed by the urge to escape into freedom. The noises of the 
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city, dulled by the thick walls, hammered at the back of my 
skuU, and the horrors of senseless destruction were closing in on me 
again. 

The plain-clothes man bowed and said: “ Passports, please.” 

As I fumbled in my pocket, I felt my forehead and the palms of my 
hands go damp. The dread of the last few weeks, when the pack was 
hunting in full cry, sat in my marrow. And this was our last meeting 
with the French police. 

The man looked perfunctorily at the papers and put his rubber 
stamps on one after the other of our passports. Then he handed them 
back, thanked us politely, and shut the door of our compartment 
with considerate care. The wheels of the fast train were humming, 
and we kept silence, Ilsa and I, looking at each other. This time, we 
belonged to the lucky ones; international laws and treaties were still 
valid for us. Yet the vision of thousands and thousands of others 
filled the compartment, until I saw nothing else. 

Since the end of January the Spanish frontier had been a broken 
dam, through which the flood of refugees and routed soldiers poured 
into France. On January the 26th Barcelona had fallen to Franco. 
The exodus from all the towns and villages along the coast had 
begun. Women, children, men, beasts, struggling along the roads, 
through firozen fields, in the deadly snows of the mountains. Pitiless 
planes overhead, a blood-drunk army pressing from the back, and a 
small band of soldiers checking its advance, pushed back inexorably 
and still fighting on, face to the enemy. Poor people with pitiful 
bundles, fortunate people in overloaded cars cleaving their way 
through the packed highways, and at the gates of France an endless 
queue of exhausted fugitives waiting for admission into safety. 
Admission into the concentration camps which this France had pre- 
pared for free men: barbed wire, black sentries, abuse, and robbery, 
and disease, and the first bunches of refugees herded together without 
roof or shelter, shivering in the cruel February winds. 

Was all France blind? Did Frenchmen not see that one day — ^soon 
— ^they would call upon those Spaniards to fight for Frdnch liberty? 
Or was it that France had given up her own liberty? 

The deck of the small steamer was almost deserted. The sea was 
choppy, most of the passengers had disappeared, Ilsa had gone to lie 
down in the cabin. A spare, wiry Englishman was sitting on one of 
the hatches, his feet dangling, and seemed to enjoy the spray which 
the wind drove into his face. I was sheltering from the gale behind a 
bulkhead, together with two of the sailors. We exchanged cigarettes, 
and I began to talk, I had to talk. I spoke about the fight of Spain, 
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and they asked many questions. In the end I was carried away by 
my scorching anger and poured out all my grievances against 
France. I asked the two, face to face, the questions I had asked 
myself: 

Are the French blind, or have they given up their own liberty?” 

The two men looked gravely at me. One of them had clear blue 
eyes and a fresh, boyish face, the other had deep-set, black eyes, 
rough-hewn features and a bare, hairy chest. Then they spoke 
together, in one breath and with almost identical words: 

Oh no, we shall fight. The others are the ones who won’t fight.” 
And their stress on the words ‘'the others’^ sank a deep gulf between 
the two Frances. The older one added: 

“Look, comrade, don’t go away from France in bitterness. We’ll 
fight together yet.” 

The coast of Diep e was fading behind us. 
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